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Bards ruſh in droves, like cart-horſes, to 


Far more delighted to poſſeſs, I ween, - | 
Old Calvert's —— for their Hipgorrene 3 

And, bleſt with beef, their gb itly forms to fill, 

Make Dolly's chop houſe theii Aonian hill. 


Than all the tinkling cymbals of the NINE, 
Aſſiſt me - ye who themes fublime purſue, 
With ſcarce a-ſhift, a ſtocking, or a ſhoe, 
Such pow'*r have ſatires, epigrams, and ans: 
As make ev'n bankrupts of the born of gods, 
As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail _ 
. — unſucceſsful madrigals in jail, 
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Y MPHS of the facted fount, a whoſe briak 


Dip their dark beards amidſt your ſtreams ſo clear, 
And, whilſt they ey gulp | it, wiſh it ale or beer; 


More pleas'd to hear knives, forks, in concert join; 


45 As it was in che beginning „ is now, and ever fall be, Worls 


drink ; 


4%S 


„ 
Where, penn 'd, like hapleſs cuckows, in a cage, 
Phe ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage; 
Deck the damp walls with verſe of various quality, 
And, from their priſons, mount to immortality. 


Ah! tell me where is now thy bluſh, O SsHAME! 
Shall bards through 7ails explore the road to fame; 
Like ſouls of papiſts, in their way to glory, 

Doom'd, at the half-way houſe,  call'd Purgatory, 
To burn, before they reach-the realms of light, 
Like old tobacco-pipes, from black to white ? 
Yet let me ſay again, that pow'rful rhyme 

Hath lifted to a ſtate ſublime; 

To lofty,pil "Ties rais'd their facred ears, 


High o'er the heads of marveſling compeers, 


Whoſe eggs, potatoes, turni ps, and their tops, 
Paid- ing homage to their tuneful chops: 
Bleſt ſtate ! that gives each fair exalted mien, 
To grace in print each monthly magazine; 


And deck the ſhops with ſweet engravings dreſt, 


Midſt angels, ſinners, ſaints of Mr. WEsr; 
Where brave KIR ALEXANDER and the DEER, 

A noble, buſtling hodge-podge ſhall appear 
From that fam'd “ picture which our wonder drew, 
And pour'd its brazen ſplendours on the view; 
Bright as the pictures that, with glorious glare, 

On penthouſe high, in Piccadilly ſtare, 

Where lions ſeem to roar, and tygers growl, 
Hyænas whine, and wolves in concert howl; 

And by their goggling eyes, and furious grin, 
Inform what ſhaggy dev'ls lodge within. 


Ye nyMPRs who, fond of fun, full many a time, 
Mount on a/ jack-aſs many. a child of rhyme, 
And make him think, aſtride his braying hack, 
He moves ſublimely on Pegafus's back: | 
Ye musEs, oft by brainleſs poets ſought, it*; 
To bid the ſtanza chime andſwelt with thought; 


* A whole acre of canvaſs, ſo daubed by colour as ta give it 


the appearance of a brafſs-foundery. | 
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Who, whelping for 0BL1viox, fain would fave 
Their whining puppies from the ſullen wave; 
Aſſiſt me ye who viſit towns and hovels, 
To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novels, 
And treat with ſgorn (far nobler knowledge ſtudying) 
Phe humble art of making pye or pudding, 
Who make our Sapplios of their verſes vain, 
And fancy all Parnaſſus in their brain; 
And 'midſt the buſtie-of their lucubrations, 
Take do right madneſs for your inſpirations ; 
Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line, py 
Who tafte a rapture equal, GEoege, to thine; 
When bleit at DatcaxEr, through thy Hanse HELL'S 
claſs, 

That brings from diſtant worlds a horſe, an af, 

A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 
Shirts, ſtockings, blankets, that on hedges dry; 
Tine eyes, at event: ags late, and mornings ſoon,. 
Urfated fcaſt on wonders i in the moon; 

Where Herſchell on vol:anos, mountains, pore? 
And happy Nature's true ſublime explores; 

Whilſt thou ſo modeſt (wonderful to tell!) 
On LUNAR trifcs art content to dwell, 
Flies, graſhoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cus kow ſpittle, 
In ſhort, delighted with the world of Lide. 

Which Weſt {hall paint, and grave Sir Joſeph Banks 
Leceive from thy hiſtoric mouth with thauks: 

Ther bid the vermin on the journals“ crawl, 
Hop, jump, and flutter, to amuſe us all. 


And thou, great PATRON + of the double quill, 
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill, 
A pretty kind ot double-barretl'd gun, 
More gien to tragedy than comic fun: 
Auſptcious PATRON of the paunch and backs 
Of thoſe a!l-daring raſcals chriſten'd quacks, 
To whom our purſe and lives are legal . 
Who, hawk-like, keep the human ſpecics under: 


# Of the Royal Society. 
. Z 2 
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GOD 
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GOD of thoſe gentlemen of gingling brains, 
Who, for their own amuſement, print their ſtrains, 
O aid, as lofty Homer fays, my ca, 


To fing ſublime the Monarch and the Louſe 


Nymeas, ProEBUs, in my fr / heroic chapter, 
I ſhould have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture : 
Thus to forget my friends was not ſo clever; ö 
But, ſays the proverb, better late than never. 


Well! ſince I'm in the invocation trade, 
To conſcience let my compliments be paid 


Cox sc IE Nx, a terrifying little ſprite, 
That, bat-like, winks by day, and wakes by night; 
Hunts through the heart's dark holes each lurking vice, 
As ſharp as weazels hunting eggs or mice; — 
ho, when the light'nings flaſh, and thunders crack, 
Makes our hair briſtle like a hedge-hog's back; 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion: 
Uplifts our faint-like eyes with dread devotion : 
Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms with Heav'n, 
And promiſe miracles to be forgiv'n : 
Bids { pectres riſe, not very like the graces, 
With gogling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn faces; 
With ſcenes of fires of glowing brimſtone ſcares, 
Spits, forks, and gore culinary wares 
For-roaſting, broiling, frying, fricaſſeeing, 
The sour, that fad offending little Sing: 
That ſtubborn ſtuff of ſalamander make, 
Proof to the fury of the burning lake. 


O coxscik NE! thou ſtrait- jacket of the ſoul, 
The maddling ſallies of the bard controul; 
Who, when inchn'd, like brother bards, to lie, 
Bring TzvUTH's negle Red form before his eye, 
Fair 4419 ! to tewns and courts a ſtranger grown, 
And now to rural ſwains almoſt unknown, 
Whoſe company was once their prudent choice ; 
Who once delighted, liſt'ned to her voice; 
When in their hearts the gentler paſſion ſtrove, 


And consTANCY went hand in hand with LovE. 
| Sweet 


„ : 
Sweet TRUTH, who ſteals through lonely ſhades alone, 
And mingles with the turtle's note her ſong ; 
Whilſt FALsEHooD, rais'd by ſycophantic tricks, 
Unbluſhing flaunts it in a coach and fix. 


CoNnsclENnCE, who bid'ſt our monarch from the nation 
Send ſons to Gottingen for education, 
vince hapleſs Cam and Is1s, loſt to knowledge, 
Are ideots to this Hanoverian college, 
Where ſimple ſcience beams with orient ray ; 
The great, the glorious ATHENS of the day! 
So ſays the RULER of us Engliſh fools, 
Who cannot judge like him of wisDom's ſchools. - 


Dear attic Gottingen! to thee I bow, | 
Of knowledge; O moſt wonderful milch cow! 
From whom huge pails the royal boys ſhall bring, . 
And give, we hope, a little to the | 
Through.thee, beſides the knowledge they may reap, . 
The lads ſhall get their board and lodging cheap; 
And learn, like their good parents, to ſubſiſt 
Within the limits of the Civil Liſt; 

Who ſeldom bid a miniſter. implore 

A little farther pittance for the poor. 


ConsclEnCE! who, to the wonder of his sr E. 
Bad'ſt from his wonted ſtate a PpRINcE retire, 
And, like a ſubject, humbly ſeek the ſhade, 
That not a tradeſman might remain unpaid : 
An action that the ſoul of Exvy ſtings— 
A deed unmention'd in the book of KINGS: 


ConscIEnCE! who mad'ſt a monarch, by thy pow'r, 
Send pris'ner the fam'd * di' mond to the Tow'r ; 
So witchingly that look'd him in the face, 

And impudently ſought to bribe his Ge ace. . 
Where, too, the cradle and the bed ſhall reſt, 
That on the ſame damn'd errand left the Eaft— 
Thus fall of gems and pearl the treas' ous tribe, 
And beds and cradles that would monarchs bribe! * 


Such is the ſtory of the late fly bulſe that ſtole into Ste Jam23'3; ; 
2 - SEP Cox. - 
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Coxscrexee ! who mak'ſt our King (how very 
ſtrange !) 

Keep a fair drawer of halfpence to give change : 

Refolv'd (fo ſtrictly in his dealings true) 

That none ſhall keep from CæsAR, Cxsar's due. 


ConsCcIENCE ! who now can'ſt, like a cart-horſe, . 
draw, 
Now lifeteſs finking, ſcarcely lift a ſtraw : 
So different are thy pow'rs at diffrent times, 
Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes ! 
Thou! who at times can't like a lion roar © 
For one poor fixpence, yet, like NozxTy, can'ſt ſnore, 
Though rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes, 
And raging Hell with all his horrors riſe : 
Whoſe eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame, 


Yet wink at full-blown crimes that 444% a name. 


O Consertxct ! who didſt bid to madneſs work 

(So great thy pow'r) the brain of haplefs Yorke, 

And mad'ſt him cut from ear to ear his tfroat, 

That luckleſs ſpoil'd his patriotic note; | 

Yet wanted'ft ſtrength to force from hie hard eye 

One drop—who 4elp'4 him to yon ſpangled fky ; 

Whoſe damned pray'rs, feign'd tears, and tongue of 
art, 2 

Won on the weakneſs of his honeſt heart! 

Poor Yorke! without a ftone, whoſe reliques lie, 

Though vixruk mark'd the murder with a ſigh! 


* 


O Coxnsciexce! who to Crive did'ſt give the 

knife | | | | 

That, deſp'rate plunging, took his forfeit life; 

Who, lawlefs plund'rer, in his wild career, 

Whelm'd As1aA's eye with woe, and heart with fear; ; 

Whoſe wheels on carnage roll'd, and drench'd with 
blood 

From gaſping Nature forc'd the bluſhing flood ; 

Whilſt favock, panting with triumphant breath, 

Necv'd his red arm, and hail'd the hills of death. 


And now to thee, O lovely Fame, I bend; 


Let :1| thy trumpets this great work commend ; 
Give 
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Give one a- piece to all the learn'd reviews, 
And bid them ſound the labours of the muſe: 
Give to the magazines a trumpet each, 

And let the ſwelling note to doomſday reach: 
To daily newſpapers a trumpet give: 

Thus ſhall my epic ſtrain for ever live : 

Thus ſhall my book deſcend to diſtant times, 
And rapt poſterity reſound my rhymes. | 
By future BEAUTIES ſhall each tone be preſt, 
And, like their lap-dogs, live a parlour gueſt. 


Thee, deareſt Fame, ſome mercenaries hail, 
Merely to gain their labours a good ſale ; 

Or riſe to fair preferment by thy tongue, 
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of ſong : 
juſt as the hypocrites ſay pray*rs, ſing pſalms, 
Beſtow upon the blind, and cripple, alms; 

Yield glory to the Pow'x who rules above, 

Not from a principle of heav'nly love, 

But, ſneaking raſcals, to obtain==when dead _ 
A comfortable lodging over head, 


When forc'd by age, or doors, or their ſpouſes, / 


The vagrants quit their ſublunary houſes, 
With tireſome invocation having done, 

At length our glorious epic may go on 

Lo! Madam SWELLENBERG, inclin'd to cram, 

Was wond'rous buſy o'er a plate of ham; 

A ham that once adorn'd a German pig, 

Rough as a bear, and as a jack-aſs big; 

In Woods of Vefpbaly by hunters ſmitten, 

And ſent a preſent to the Queen of Britain. 


But ere we farther march, ye muſes, ſay 
Somewhat of Madam SwELLENBERG, I pray: 
If ancient poets mention but a horſe, 

We read his genealogy of courſe : . 
O ſay, ſhall horſes boaſt the deathleſs line, 
And o'er a lady s lineage ſleep the Nine? 


By virtue of her father and her mother, 
This woman ſaw the light without much pother ; 


That 
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That is— no grand commotions ſhook our eartn 
Apollo danc'd no hornpipe at her birth, 

To ſay to what perfection ſne was born: 

What wit, what wiſdom ſhould the nymph adorn: 
No bees around her lips in cluſters hung, 

To tell the future ſweetneſs of her tongue: 
Around her cradle perch'd no cooing dove, 

Jo mark the ſoul of innocence and love: 

No — Cupids round her cradle play'd, 

To ſhew the future conqueſts of the maid ; 

Whoſe charms would make the jealous ſex her foes, 
And with their light'nings blaſt a thouſand beaux. 
Indeed, the muſe muſt own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the father and the mother ; 
For, after taking methods how to gain her, 

They knew not how the devil to maintain her. 


 Heav'ns! what no prodigy attend her birth, 
Who awes the greateſt palace upon earth ? 

Yes -a black cat around the bantling ſquawl'd, 
Join'd its young cries, and all the houſe appall'd : 
Now here, now there, he ſprung with viſage wild, 
And made a bold attempt to kiſs the child: 

Bats pour'd in hideous hoſts into the room, 
And, imp-like, flitting, form'd a ſudden gloom ; 
Then to the cradle ruſh'd the dark'ning throng, 
And, raptur'd, ſhriek'd congratulating ſong ; 
Which ſong, in concert with the ſquawls of puſs, 
Seem'd, in plain German, Thou art one of us,” 


In Strelitz firſt this dame the light eſpied, 
Born to a good inheritance of pride ; : 
For, however paradoxical it be, 
PripE pigs with people of a low degree, 
As well as with»your folks of fortune ſtruts ; 
Like rats that live in palaces-or huts ; 
Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, 
'That dwell in beds of ſtraw, or beds of ſtate ; 
Or monkies vile, whoſe tooth 1nglorious grapples, , 
Now with ananas, now with rotten apples. 
Hail PzoTEvus PRIDE, whoſe various pow'rs of throat 


Can ſwell the trumpet's loud and ſaucy note; 
| And 
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And if a meaner air can ſerve thy turn, 

In panting, quiv'ring ſounds of Jews-harps mourn ! 
Hail, exIDe, companion of the great and little, 

So abject, who can'ſt lick a patron's ſpittle; 
Whine like a ſneaking puppy at his door, 

And turn the hind part of thy wig before; 

Nay, if he orders, turn it inſide out, 

And wear it, Merry Andrew-like, about ; 

Heed not the grinning world a ſingle ruſh, 

But bear its pointed ſcorn without a bluſh. | 
Yet fain.would'ſt thou the crouching world beſtride, 
Tuſt like the Ryopian BuLLy o'er the tide ; : 
The brazen wonder of the world of yore, 

That proudly ſtretch'd his legs from ſhore to ſhore, 
And ſaw of Greece the Joftieſt navy travel, 

In dread ſubmiſſion, underneath his navel. 


So much for pride—great, little, humble, vain ; 
And now for Madam SWELLENBERG again. 


Whether the nymph could ever boaſt a grace, 
That deign'd to pay a viſit to her face, | 
The Musk, is ignorant, ſhe muſt allow; 

Yet know this truth, that not one ſparkles a0. 
If ever beauties, in delight excelling * 
Charm'd on her cheek, they long have left their 
dwelling. | „„ 
This nymph a mantua-maker was, I ween, - - 
And priz'd for cheapneſs by our ſaving Queen, 
Who (where's the mighty harm of loving money) 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey, 
And plac'd her in a moſt important fphere— 
Ixs?ECTREsS GENERAL of the royal geer. 


Soon as this woman heard the Louſe's tale, 
At once ſhe turn'd, like walls of plaſter, pale. 
But firſt the ham of We/fphaly ſhe gobbled, 
And then to ſeek the Lozxp's anoinTED hobbled. 
HI full of wrath, like Peleus' ſon, of yore, 
When Agamemnon took away his wh 
In all the bitterneſs of wrath, ſhe found ; 
The Queen and royal children ſtaring round. 


« O Swell,” 


7 
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& O S$welly,” thus the madden'd Monarch roar'd, 

Whilſt wild impatience wing'd the rapid word; 
For lo! the /o/-mn march of graceful ſpeech, 

The Kins long ſince had bid to kiſs his b——h. 

The broken language that this mouth affords 

Are heads and tails, and legs and wings, of words, 

That give imagination's laughing eye 

A lively picture of a giblet pye. 


« O Swelly, Savelly,”” cried the furious King, 

« What! uhat a dirty, filthy, naſty thing! 

« That thus you come to eaſe my angry mind, 

« Indeed, is very, very, very, very kind. | 

« Whar's your opinion, ha ?*? the Monarch rav'd-— 

„Ves, yes, the cooks ſhall ev'ry one be ſhav'd— 
„What! what! he! ha! now tell me, Swelly, pray— 

« Shan't I be right in't What! what! Saelly, has ? 

Ves, yes, I'm ſure on't, by the Louſ-'s looks, 

That he belong'd to ſome one of the cooks — 

„ Speak, Savelly, ſhan't we ſhave each filthy jowl ?— 

Ves, yes, and that we will, upon my ſoul,” 


To whom the Dan, with elevated chin, 
Wide ſtaring eyes, and broad contemptuous grin : 


&« Yes, ſure as dat my ſoul is to be ſav'd, 

« So ſure de dirty raſcals fal be ſhav'd— 

« Shav'd to de quick be ev'ry moder's ſon 

And curſe me if I do not ſee it done: 

*« De barbers ſoon der naſty locks ſal fall on, 

Nor leave one ſtandivg for a louſe to crawl on. 

* Tf on der ſkulls de razor do not ſhine, 

May gowns and petticoats no more be mine 

© Curls; clubs, and pig-tails, all ſal go to pot 

© For ſuſh curs'd naſtineſs, or I'll be rot; 

Or elſe to Strelitz let me quickly fly, | 

* Dat dunghill, dat poor pig-houſe to de eye ; 

* Where from his own mock trone de Prince ſo great, 

Can jomp into anoder Prince eftate— 

Ves, by de God dat made dis eart and me, 

No ſingle louſy raſcal ſal go free,” 
| 4 Reader, 
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Reader, thou raiſeſt both thy mary*ling eyes, 
In all the ſtaring wildneſs of ſurpriſe ; _ 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 
And fin-1eſt gentlewomen could not ſwear ; 
Go, fool, and ſeek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damſels of the flood; 
Nymphs, nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs, 
Who vend at Billingſgate their ſprats and crabs ; 
Tell them their fiſh all ſtink, and thou wilt hear 
Whether that gentlewomen ever ſwear : +3 
Nay, viſit many of our courtly dames, | 
When wrath their dove-like gentleneſs inflames ; 
Lo! thou ſhalt find, by many a naughty word, 
They uſe ſmall ceremony with the Lord, 
In ſpite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach them not to take his name in vain, 


«© Thanks, Swelly, thanks, thanks, thanks,” the 
KixG replied, 
Like me, you have not got a grain of pride. 
« Yes, yes, if I am maſter of this houſe ; 


« Yes, yes, the locks ſhall fall, and then the louſs.” 


. He ſpoke—and to confirm the dreadful doom, 
His head he ſhook, that ſhook the dining room, 
Thus, Jove of old, the dread, the TyuUnND'rING Gop, 
Shook, when he ſwore, OLYMPvs with his nod, / 
„ Yes (cried the King)—yes, yes, their curls ſhall 
h „quake: YE 
But, tell me, where, where, where's Sir Francis 
| „% Drake ?“ ? 


O, Reader, think not 'twas that Dr a«s, Sir Fxaxcis, 
Whoſe wond'rous actions ſeem almoſt romaaces ; 
Who ſhone in ſenſe profound, and bloodieſt wars, 
And rais'd the nation's glory to the ſtars : 

Who firſt in triumph ſail'd around the world, 

And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd: 

But nE who ſculks around the royal kitchen, 

Which, if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch in, 
Lets fly, to ſtrike the four-legg*d mumper dead, 

A poker, or a clever, at his head. a : 
1 Not 
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Not that Sir FN AN CIS DRAkE who, god - like, bore 
Fair freedom, {cience, to th' Atlantic ſhore : 

To Pagans gave the Goſpel's ſaving grace, 

And planted virtue *midft a barb*rous race; 
Spread on the dark*ned realms the blaze of light 
But he, who ſees the ſpoons and plates are bright; 
Sees that the Knives before the King and Queen 
Are, like the pair of royal ſtomachs, cen: 

Not he whoſe martial frown whole kingdoms ſhook, 
But he whoſe low'ring viſage fhakes a cook: 

Not he who pour'd on Mexico his tars, 

But he, -at London, who with linen wars ; 

Napkins and damaſk table-cloths aſſails 

With ſciſſars, razors, knives, and teeth and nails; 
Who dares with doylies deſp'rate war to wage, 
Such is ig province and domeſtic rage, 

Tf, like his predeceſſors, he hath grace, 

And calls his conqueſts, perguiſites of place. 

*T was not that DRAKE who bade his daring crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through ; 
But that important Dx ace, in office big, 
Inſtructing cooks to ſpit a gooſe or pig: 

Not he who took the Spaniards by the noſe, 

And priſons fill'd with Britain's graceleſs foes ; 

But he who bids the geeſe, his 8 die, 

And ſtuffs their legs 4nd gizzards in a pye : 
He who, three times a-week, a ce coth lord, 
Sits, wiſdom-fraught, at that important board 
With wiſe compeers, in judge- like order ſtudying, 
Whether the KixG ſhall have a tart or pudding. 
*T was this Sir FRaNC1s, quite a diff rent man 
From him who round the world with glory ran : 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! that e'er the MusE untrue 
Should give to any man another's due! 


Mosz, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance 


brewing, | | 
To take a peep at what the cooks were doing. 


In that ſnug room *, the ſcene of ſhrewd remark, 
Whoſe window ſtares upon the ſaunt'ring park, 


* The Larder, Wh 
cre 
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Where many a hungry bard, and gambling ſinner, 
In chop-fall'n ſadneſs, counts the trees for dinner: 
In that ſnug room, where any man of ſpunk - 
Would find it a hard matter to get * drunk; 
Where coy tokay ne'er feels a cook's embraces, 
Nor port nor claret ſhew their roſy faces ; 

But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride, 
From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide ; 
Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, and fowl and fiſh, 
All club their joints, to make one hand/ome difh : 
Where ſtew-pan covers ſerve for plates, I ween, 
And knives and forks and ſpoons, are never ſeen 
Where pepper iſſues from a paper-bag, 

And for a crewet ſtands a brandy-cag ; 

Where Madam SwERLLEN BEIG too often fits 

Like ſome old tabby in her mouſing fits, 

Demurely ſquinting with majeſtic mien, 

To catch ſome fault to carry to the QEExN. 


In that ſnug room, like thoſe immortal Greeks, 
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovrp ſpeaks— 
Around the table, all with ſulky looks, 

Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, fat the cooks. 
At length, with phiz that ſhew'd the man of woes, 
The ſorrowing king of ſpits and ſtew-pans roſe ; 
Like Paul at Athens, very juſtly fainted, 

And by the charming bruſh of Raphael painted, 
With out- ſtretch'd hands, and energetic grace, 

He fearleſs thus harangues the RoASTING RACE, 
Whilſt gaping round, in mute attention fit 

The poor forlorn diſciples of the ſpit : 

„Cooks, ſcullions, hear me, ev'ry mother's fon 
+ Know that I reliſh not this royal fun. 

© GEORGE thinks us ſcarcely fit ('tis very clear) 

« To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear.“ 


Guts to a bear!“ the cooks, upfpringing, cried— 


Guts to a bear!” the major loud replied. 
„Guts to the dev'] !”” roar'd the cooks again, 
And toſs'd their noſes high in proud diſdain : 


* This will be deemed ſtrange by my country read eri but it is 
nevertheleſs true. | a 
A 2 The 


* 
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The plain tranſlation of whoſe pointed noſes 
The reader needeth not, the bard ſuppoſes ; 
But if the reaſon ſome dull reader looks, 

Tis this—whatever kings may think of cooks, 
Howe'er crown'd heads may deem them low-bora * 


things, I 
Cooks are poſſeſs d of ſouls as well as tings. 1 
Vet are there ſome who think (but what a ſhame !) 4 


Poor e's ſouls like pence of Birmin 
— 1 
That never can paſs current with the Loxp; 
And think, becauſe of wealth they boaſt a ſtore, 
With ev'ry freedom they may treat the poor : 
Witneſs the ſtory that my muſe, with tears, 
Relates, O Reader, to thy ſhrinking ears. 
With feeble voice and deep deſponding ſighs, 
With fallow cheek and pity-aſking eyes, 
A wretch, by age and poverty decay'd, 
For farthings lately to a ABO pray'd : 
The xABOB, turkey-like, began to ſwell, 
And damn'd the beggar to the pit of hell. 
„ Oh! Sir,” the ſupplicant was heard to cry 

The tear of mis'ry trickling from his eye), | | 
Though I'm in rags, and wond'rous, wond*rous 

| cc r, 

« And you with gold and filver cover'd o'er, 
« There won't in heav'n ſuch difference take place, 
« When we before the Loxn come face to face.“ 
« You face to face with me!” the nabob cried, 
In all the inſolence of up-ſtart pride; 
« You face to face with me, you dog, appear ? 
„4 Damme, I'll kick you, if I catch you there.” 
Oh! fhocking blaſphemy ! Oh! horrid ſpeech ! 
Where was the fellow born ? The wicked wretch ! 
So black an imp would pull, I do ſuppoſe, 
A bulſe of di'monds from a BEGUH“es noſe ; 
Or make, like DouLan, careleſs of his ſoul, 
A new editian of the old black hole. > 


„What's life,” the major ſaid, my. bretkres, 
«6 pray 

* It force muſt ſnatch our firſt delights away ? 

| 66 Relentleſs | | 


, 88 * 
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« Relentleſs fhall the royal mandate drag 
The hairs that long have grac'd this ſilken bag? 
« Hairs to a barber ſcarcely worth a fig, 

« Too few to make a fore-top for a wig : 

« Muſt razors vile theſe locks ſo ſcanty ſhave, 
Locks that I wiſh to carry to my grave; 

« Hairs, look my lads, fo wonderfully thin— 

© Old SWELLENBERG hath more upon her chin?“ 
« Yes, that ſhe hath (exclaim'd a cook), by G-d, 
A damn'd old German good-for-nothing toad. 
„% Yes, yes, her mouth with beard divinely briſtles 
« Curſe me, I'd rather kiſs a bunch of thiſtles. 

« Oh! were it but his Majeſty's commands 

« To give her gentle jaw-bones to theſe hands, 
„I'd ſhave her, like a puniſh'd ſoldier, dry— 

* No killing ſow ſhould make a ſweeter cry 
„I'd pay my compliments to Madam's chin 

« I'll anſwer for't, I'd make the de v' grin— 

% The razor moſt deliciouſly ſhould work 
„I'd trim her muzzle—yes, I'd ſcrape her pork— 
„I'd teach her to ſome purpoſe to behave, 

4% And ſhew the witch the nature of a ſhave— 

« Oh! woman, woman ! whether lean or fat, 

* In face an angel, but in ſoul a cat,” 


He ended—when each mouth upon the ſtretch, 
Crown'd with a loud horſe- laugh the claſſic ſpeech. 


Too ſoon, alas! reſentment ſeiz'd the hour, 
And Jokx reſign'd his grin-provoking pow'r ; 
RAE dimm'd of mirth the ſudden ſunny ſky, 
And fill'd with gloomy oaths each ſcowling eye+ 
Whilſt GxiEr returning, took her turn to reign, 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and ſadden'd ev'ry mien: 
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces— 
For much is grief diſpos'd to bring down faces. 


« Son of the ſpit,” the major, ſtrutting, cri 
« T like thy foirit, and revere thy pride * * | 
„I'd rather hear thee than a biſhop preach, 
« For thou haſt made a very pretty — 
« Such is the language that the gods ſhould hear, 
% And ſuch ſhould thunder on the royal ear, 
Aa 2 „„ Yet, 
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« Yet, fon of dripping, though thou ſpeak'ſt my no- 


6« tions, 
« We muſt not be too nimble in our Motions— 
« Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; 
« Soft fires, the proverb tells us, make good malt. 
« And yet again I bid you ſtand like rocks, 
% And battle for the honour of your locks, 
Lo! in theſe aged hairs is all my joy— 
« To ſhave them, is my being to deſtroy. 
*« What's life, if life has not a bliſs to give— 
„ And if unhappy, who would wiſh to live? 
* CoNnTENT can viſit the poor ſpider'd room, 
+ Pleas'd with the coarſe ruſh mat and birchen broom ; 
* Where parents, children, feaſt on oaten bread, 
With cheeks as round as apples, and as red; 
„Where health with vigour nerves their backs and 
« hams, | 
« Sweet ſouls, though ragged as young colts or rams; 
„% Where calmly fleep the parents with their darlings, 
„ Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ſtarlings ;' 
* LulPd to their reſt, beneath the coarſeſt rugs, 
« Dead to the bitings of a thouſand bugs. 


« ConTEenT, mild maid! delights in Ample things, 
« And envies not the ſtate of queens or kings: 
« Can dine on ſheep's head, or a difh of broth 
« Without a table, or a table-cloth ; 
« Nor wiſhes with the faſhionable groupe, 
% To vifit HozTox's ſhop for turtle ſoup: 
« Can uſe a bit of packthread for a jack, 
« And fit upon a chair without a back : | 
„ Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
«K And uſe a wooden ſkewer for a fork. 
c Sweet maid ! who thinks not ſhoes of leather ſhock- 

6c in 

« Nor feels the horrors in a worſted ſtocking : 
« Her temper mild, no huckaback can ſhock, 
©« Though for her lovely limbs it forms a ſmock : 
« Pleas'd with the nat'ral curls her face that ſhade, 
No graves are robb'd for hair to make a braid : 
„Her breaſt of native plumpneſs ne*er aſpires 
% To ſwelling merry thoughts of gauze and wires, 


kw 


40 To 
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4 To look like crops of ducks (with labour born) 
« Stretch'd by a ſuperfluity of corn. ; 
« With Nature's hips, ſhe ſighs not for cork rumps, 
„ And ſcorns the pride of pinching ſtays or jumps: 
« But pleas'd from whalebone priſons to eſcape, 
« She truſts to ſimple nature for a ſhape : 
« Without a warming-pan can go to bed 
« And wrap her petticoat about her head ; 
«© Nor ſigh for cobweb caps of Mecklin lace, 
“ That ſhade of quality the varniſh'd face: 
« Sweet 2 like doves, ſhe ſeeks her ſtraw- built 
<« neſt, 
% And in a pair of minutes is undrefſt ; 
« Whilſt all the fa/h:onab/e female clans, 
« Undreſſing, ſeem unloading caravans. 
% No matter from what ſource Contentment ſprings ; 
« *Tis juſt the ſame in Cooks as tis in Kings; 
« And it our ſouls are ſet upon our hair, 
„Let ſnip- ſnap barbers, nay, let ings beware, 
Nor tempt the dang'rous rage of true John Bulls, 
And clap, like fools, the edge-tool to our ſkulls. 
« Tread on a worm, he ſhews his rage and pain, 
" turning on the wounding toe again : 
= Nay, ev'n inanimates appear to fee | 
„On the looſe fone, if chance direct your heel, 
« Lo! from its womb the ſudden ſtream aſcends, 
N 8 the foot was not among its friends: 
And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
O'er the fair ſtocking pouts the ſable flood.“ 


So ſpoke the major, with reſentment fir'd 
Spoke like a man—indeed like man in/pir*d / 
Some critic cries, with ſharp faſtidious look, 

« Bard, bard, this is not language for a cook. 
« O ſnarler! but I'll lay thee any wager, 
„It is not too ſublime for a cook major,” — 


« Behold ! to remedy our ſad condition,” 
The major cried, 4 I've cook'd up a petition : 
« This carries weight with it, or I'm miſtaken : 
„Shall ſhake the monarch's ſoul, and fave our ba- 
A2 3 "Then 


9 con. 223 — 


1 270 J 


Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 
He read ſonorous to the gaping croud. 


Thus reads a pariſn · clerk in church a brief, 
That begs for burnt- out wretches kind relief. 
Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches: 

But (loſt its way) unfortunately ſteers 

To fat church-wardens and fat overſeers; 
Improves each diſh, augments the punch and ale, 
And adds new ſpirit to the ſmutty tale. 


e 


PETITION oy THE CO ORS. 


b. hr — Majeſty's firm friends and faithful cooks, 
Who in your palace merry liv'd as grigs, 
Have heard, with heavy hearts and down-caſt looks, 
That we muſt all be thav'd, and put on wigs : 
You, Sire, who with /uch honour wear your crown, 
Should never bring on ors diſgraces down. 


Dread Sir ! we really deem our heads our own, 
With ev'ry ſprig of hair that on them ſprings— 
In France, where men like ſpaniels lick the throne, 
And count it glory to be cd by Kings, 
Their locks belong unto the Grand Monargue, 

Who ſwallows privileges like a ſhark, 


Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance— 

We dare your ſacred Majeſty aſſure, 
That there's a difference *twixt vs and France; 

And long, we hope, that diff*rence we'll endure, 
We know Kine LEWIS would, with pow'r ſo dread, - 
Not only cut the Hair off, but the head, 


Oh! 
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Oh! tell us, Sir, in loyalty ſo true, 
What dire deſigning raggamuffins ſaid, 
That we your cooks are ſuch a naſty crew, 
Great Sir ! as to have crawlers in our head ? 
My Liege, you can't find one through all our houſe—e 
Not if you'd give a guinea for a louſe. 


What creature *twas you found upon your plate 
We know not—if a louſe, it was not ours 

To ſhave each cook's poor unoffending pate, 
Betrays too much of arbitrary pow'rs— 

The act humanity and juſtice ſhocks— 

Let him who oewzs the crawler loſe his locks. 


But grant upon your plate this louſe ſo dread, 
How can you ſay, Sir, it belongs to vs ?— 
Maggots are found in many a 1 head; 
And if a maggot, why then not a louſe? 
Nay, grant the fact with horror ſhould you ſhrink ? 
It could not eat your Majeſty, we think. 


Hunger, my Liege, hath oft been felt by kings, 
As well as people of inferior fate 

Quarrels with cooks are therefore dangerous things 
We cannot anſwer for your ſtomach's fate; 

For by your ſize, we frankly muſt declare— 

| You feed on more ſubſtantial ſtuff than air. 


My Liege, a univerſe hath been your foes : 
he times have look'd moſt miſerably black— 
America hath fried to pull your noſe— 
French, Py and Spaniards, ried to bang your 
| back : | 
'T would be a ſcrious matter, we can tell ye, 
Were we to buccaneer it on your belly. 


You ſee the _ of your cooks then, Sire 
Determin'd nobly to ſupport their locks : 
And ſhould your guards be order'd out to fire, 
Their guns may be oppos'd by ſpits and crocks : 
Knives, forks, and ſpoons, may fly, with plates a ſtore, 
And all the thunder-of the kitchen roar, . 
Nat, 
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Nat. Gardner, yeoman of the mouth, declares 
He'll join the ſtandard of your injur'd cooks 

Each ſcullion, turnbroche, for redreſs prepares, 
And puts on very formidable looks: 

Your women too—imprimis, Mrs. Dyer, 

Whoſe eggs are good as ever felt a fire. 


Next Sweeper-genera | Bickley, Mrs. Mary, 

With that fam'd bell-ringer call'd Mrs. Loman 
Ann Spencer, guardian of the neceflary— 

That is to ſay, the neceſſary woman 
All theſe, an't pleafe you, Sir, ſo fierce, determine 
To join us in the cauſe of hair and vermin. 


There's Miſtreſs Stewart—Mr. Richard Day, 

Who. find your ſacred Majeſty in linen— 
Are ready to ſupport us in our fray — 

You can't conceive the paſſion they have been in— 
They ſwear ſo much your ſcheme of ſhaving hurts, 
You ſhan't have pocket-handkerchiefs or ſhirts, 


The grocers, Clarke and Taylor, curſe the ſcheme, 
And fay whate' er we do, the world won't blame us 
So Comber ſays, who gives you milk and cream— 
And thus your old friend, Mr. Lewis Ramus. 
We think your facred Majeſty would mutter 
At loſs of ſugar, milk, and cream, and butter. 


Suppoſe, an't pleaſe you, Sir, that Miſtreſs Knutten 
And Miſtreſs Mazi/hfield, fierce as tyger cats, 

One overſeer of all the beef and mutton, 
The other lady preſident of ſprats 

Suppoſe, in oppoſition to your wiſh, 

This locks away the fleſh, and that the fiſh 2? 


Suppoſe John Clarke refuſe ſupplies of muſtard, 

So neceſſary to your beef and bacon ? 
Will Roberts all the apple-pye and cuſtard, 

Your Majeſty would growl, or we're miſtaken 
Suppoſe that Wells, a ſtubborn temper, ſtudying, 
Should take the plums from off the Sunday pudding? 


Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe that Rain forth with our corps unites . 
We mean the man who all the tallow handles 
N he daring locks up all the lights 
Flow could your Majeſty contrive for candles? 
You'd be (excuſe the freedom of remark) 
Like /ome adminiſtrations —1n the dark. 


We dare aſſure you that our grief is great 
And oft indeed our feelings it enrages, 
To ſee your ſacred Majeſty beſet 
By ſuch a graceleſs gang of idle pages— 
And with ſubmiſſion to your judgment, Sire, 
We think old Madam SwELLExNBERG a liar. 


— GREAT Sin, that by your cruel fat, 

The barbers ſhould attack our humble head, 

And that we ſhould not chuſe to breed a riot, 

. Becauſe we might not wiſh to loſe our bread ; 
Say, would the triumph o'er each harmleſs cook 
Make GzorxGE THE ['HikD like ALEXANDER look? 


Dread Sir, reflect on Jounny W1Lkes's fate, 
Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble g- 
W1LKEs bade defiance to your frowns and ſtate, 
And got the better in that famous ſquabble : 
Poor was the victory you wiſh'd to win, 
That ſet the mouth of Euzore on the griz. 


O Kix, our wives are in the kitchen roaring, 
All ready in rebellion, ready now to riſe— 
They mock our humble method of imploring, 
And bid us guard againſt a wig- ſurpriſe: 
% Yours is the hair (they cry) th'Almighty gave ye, 
« And not a King in Chriſtendom ſhould ſhave ye.“ 


Lo! on th' event the world impatient looks, 
And thinks the joke is carried much too far 
Then pray. Sir, liſten to your faithful cooks, 

Nor in the palace breed a civil war: 
Loud roars our band, and, obſtinate as PISS, 37 
Cry, + Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs.” 


THE 
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CANTO III. 


IGHT, like a widow in her weeds of woe, 
Had gravely walk'd for hours our world below: 

Hobgoblins, ſpectres in her train, and cats, 

Owls round her hooting, mix'd with ſhrieking bats, 

Like wanton Cupids in th' Idalian grove, 8 

That flickering ſport around the Queen of Love. 

Now like our quality, who darkling riſe, 

Each ſtar had op'd its faſhionable eyes; 

Too proud to make appearance, too well bred, 

Till Sox, the vulgar wretch, had gone to bed, 


His wiſdom dead to ſublunary things, 
In leaden ſlumber ſnor'd the S % of **, 
In ſlumber lifeleſs, with ſeraphic mien, 
Cloſe at his back, too, ſnor'd his gentle *. 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds, 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for different beds! 


Bleſt imp! now Mon ruREus o'er each princeſs ſtole, 
And clos'd thoſe radiant eyes that vainly roll! 
Eyes! Love's bright ſtars! but doom'd in vain to 

ſhine ; wy 
For, ah! what youth ſhall ſay, © Thoſe orbs are 

« mine?” | | 
Then, what are eyes, alas! the brighteft eyes, 
Forbid to languiſh on a lover's ſighs ? PM 
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The pouting lip, the ſoft luxuriant breaſt, 

If coldly fated never to be preſt ? 

Ah ! vainly #ofe like dew-clad cherries glow ; | 
And thts as vainly vies with Alpine ſnow ! | | 
The breath that gives of Araby the gales, 

The voice that ſounds enchantment, what avyails ? 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 

Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown away ! 


But, poſſibly, ſome German Duke may move, 
And make a tendre of his heavy love! : 
His wide dominions—miles, p'rhaps, nine or ten: g 
His Myrmidonian phalanx fifty men! 
But lo! his heart, the fount whence honour ſprings, 
Swell'd with the richeſt blood of ancient kings ! 
He comes ! not for high birth, his own before ! 
Great Duke! he comes to woo our golden ore, 
And add (how truly happy Britain's fate!) | 
Another leech to ſuck the ſanguine ſtate ; 
To join (compoſing what a goodly row!) 
The place-broker, old Scuw-————— and Co, 


Now MoxyeHEvs (in compaſſion to mankind, 

Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind) 

Amus'd with dreams man's ambulating ſoul, 

To recompenſe him for the time he ſtole ; 

Bade the beau dance, his Delia melt away, 

Who box'd his ears ſo crue] through the day : 

Of ancient damſels eas'd the love-ſick pains, 

Brought back loſt charms, and fill'd their laps with 

ſwains; j 

Gave placid cuckoldom a conſtant dame 

To brainlefs authors, bread and cheeſe and fame; 

Made driv'ling monarchs ſchemes of wiſdom plan, 

And nature's rankeſt coward kill his man ; 

Gave to the chop-fall'n courtier wealth and power, 

Who felt no favour at the levee hour, 

Though tip-toe'd, hawk-like, watchful all the while, 

To ſeize the fainteſt glimpſe of royal ſmile ; 

Bade happy aldermen aſſume new airs, 

Be-chain'd with all the ſplendour of Lord May'rs; 

And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 

Re-gobble all the turtle of the day ; Bad 
| C 
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Bade GL.——z think his might could match a mouſe, 
And CHamBEss fancy he could build a houſe ; 
And LADY Movnr, th' antipodes of grace, 
Think that ſhe does not frighten with her face... 


Now SILENCE in the country ſtalk'd the dews, 
As if ſhe wore a flannel pair of ſhoes, 
Lone liſt'ning, as the poets well remark, 
To falling mill-ſtreams, and the maſtiff's bark; 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats moſt mournful tales; 
To hoot of owls amid the duſky vales, 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog's ſnore, 
The ſpectre's ſhriek, and ocean's drowzy roar. us 
Lull'd was each ſtreet of London to repoſe, | 
Save where it echo'd to a WATCHMAN'*'s noſe ; 
Or where a WATCHMAN, with ear- piercing rattle, 
Rous'd his brave brothers from each box to battle; 
To fall upon the CyNnTHr1as of the night, 
Sweet nymphs! whoſe ſole profeſſion is delight! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs purſue, 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue ! 
Thus on the flies of evening ruſh the bats, p 
And maſtiffs ſally on the am'rous cats! 


Still was the palace, ſave where now and then 
The tell- tale feet of lovg-defigning men, 
Night-wand'ring lords, ſoft patting on the floor, 
Of maids of honour ſought the chamber- door; 
Obliging door ! that, op'ning to the tap, 
Admitted lords to take a ſocial nap, 

. And chaſe moſt kindly from each timid maid 5 
The ghoſts that frightful haunt the midnight ſhade : 
For very horrid 'tis, we all muſt own, | 
For poor defenceleſs nymphs to lie alone; 

Since nights are often doleful, dark, and drear, 

And raiſe in gentle breaſts a world of fear. 

Nay, were not lords ordain'd for lady's charms ; 

To guard from perils dire, and dread alarms ? 

Ves! and like lock'd-up gems thoſe charms to keep, 
 Amidit the ſpectred ſolitude of ſleep. | 
How wicked, then, to fly in NaTuRE's face, 
And deal damnation on a kind embrace! 


Pardon, 
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Pardon, ye grave divines, this doftrine ſtrange, 
Who think my morals may have caught the mange. 
Still was the palace, ſave where ſome poor fly, 
With thirſt juſt ready to — and die, 


Buzz'd faint petitions to his Maker's ear, 

To ſhew him one ſmall drop of dead fmall beer; 

Save where the cat, for mice, ſo hungry, watching, 
Swore the lean animals were ſcarce worth catching ; 
Save where the dog ſo gaunt, in grumbling tone, 

By dreams deluded, mouth'd a mutton bone; 

Save where, with throats to ſounds of horror ſtrain'd, 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatiſms complain'd, 
Lamenting ſore, amid a royal hold, . 

« How hard that crickets ſhould be kill'd by cold! 


Now FAME to p1scoRD's dreary manſion flew, 
To tell the beldame more than all ſhe knew, 
Who, at the devil's table, for her work, 

For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 
Discorp, a fleepleſs hag, who never dies, 
With ſaipe-like noſe, and ferret-glowing eyes, 
Lean, fallow cheeks, . chin, with beard ſupplied, 
Poor crackling joints, and wither'd parchment hide, 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din, 
Had clubb'd their yellow heads to form her {kin ; 
DiscorD, who, pleas'd a univerſe to ſway, 
Is never half fo bleſt as in a fray : 
D1scoep, to deeds, indeed, moſt daring giv'n, 
Who bade vile Satan raiſe a duſt in heav'n : 
Stirr'd up the ſweeteſt angels to rebel, 
And funk the faireſt forms to darkeſt hell; 
Bade,; by her din, the humbleſt ſpirits riſe, 
Bold to. dethrone the Monarch of the ſkies; 
For which they very properly were ſent, 
Unhappy legions! into baniſhment ; 
Doom'd, for ſuch moſt abominable ſinning, 
To broil on charcoal, with eternal grinning. 


D1scorp, who whiſper*d to the jealous Cain, 
Go crack thy brother's box that holds his brain;“ 
Which Cain perform'd, in godlineſs unſtable, 

That foe to piety and brother Abel: | 
B þ 3 scaRrn 
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D1scorp, who haunts poor G 's maudling DAMES 

And makes her Duke of wiſdom cry out Shame!“ 

Who, after dinner, for her honours ſcreams, - 

And graſps a Britiſh crown in drunken dreams ; 

Then roars as though (what richly ſhe deſerves) 

The D-ke had clapp'd a broom-ſtick to her nerves : 

Discoxb, who alſo often doth profane 

The goodly ſtreets and courts of Drury-lane ; 

Where my pat bawd, blaſpheming, ſwearing, 
runk, lO 

Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abuſes punk: 

D1scos, delighting in the wordy war, 

The pillar of the ſenate and the bar : 

DrscorD, who makes a ** delight in ode, 

Slight * Square of Hanover for Tott*nham Road: 

Where, with the taſte ſublime of Goth and Vandal, 


» 


He orders the worſt works of heavy Handel; 

+ Encores himſelf, till all the audience gape, 
And ſuffers not a quaver to eſcape : 

Discorp, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all noſe, 
For ever warring with a world's repoſe !— 


When Fame arriv'd, the having tale to tell, 
Pleas'd was the red-ey'd fury in her cell, 
Where ſcorpions crawl'd, where ſcreech'd that noiſy 

fowl, | | 
Known in Great Britain by the name of ow: ; 
Bats ſhriek*d, and grillatalpas join'd the ſound, 
Cats ſquall'd, pigs whin'd, and adders hiſs'd around. 


Cloſe to the reſtleſs wave her manſion lay, 
Receding from the beam of chearful day : 
Hence on black wing the Ha was wont to roam, 
And join the witches *mid the ſtormy gloom ; 
Howl with delight amid the thunder's roar ; 
Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy ſhore ; 


* Gallini's rooms are in this ſquare, in which is performed the 
celebrated profeſſional concert. | 

+ This was a moft ludicrous circumſtance, that happened not 
long fince, when his * and the orcheſtra were left to them- 


ſcives and God ſave the Ring. 
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See, midſt each flaſh, the heads of ſeamen riſe; 

And drink with greedy ears their drowuing cries. 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung, 

Of thoſe whoſe noiſy names in hiſt ry rung. | 
Here, with ſpread arms, whom grace and fury fill, 
Thund'ring damnation, ſtar'd Stentorian Ht1rr. : | 
There curs'd, SIR JosErn Banks, in queſt of fame, 
At finding fleas and lobſters not the fame. | 
Here a prime fav'rite, of a fainted band, 
Heil in his heart, and torches in his hand ; 
Loxp Georcr by mobs huzza'd, and, what is odd, 
Burning poor papiſts for the love of God; 8 
Pleas'd as eld Nrro on each falling dome, 

Subliwely ficidling to the flames of Rome ! 

There, in reſpect to kings, not over nige, 

That revolution-fianer—Dacror PRICE; 

Whoſe labours, in a moſt uncourtly ſtyle, 

Win not, like gentle Buxkkz's, the royal ſmile ; 

Gain not from geo DIVINEsS both praiſe and thanks, 
Call'd, by the wicked, „ Goſp2] Mountebanks, | 
« Mere quack pretenders, from their lofty ſtation W 


« Puffing off idle rums of falvation ; - | - 
Who, where the milk and honey flows, reſort, | 
« Like rooks in corn-fields, black'ning- all the court.“ * 


Here, leading all her bears, ſo ſavage, forth, 

Wild rag'd the AuAz oxliA&x of the North, 

With Rui leagn'd, t' attack the Turkiſh hive, 

And leave not half a Muſſulman alive: 

There ſtorm'd a vIxxx, far and near renown'd. 

For /fweetneſs, meekne/;, piety profound : 

Her ſons abuſing (in abuſes old) 

With all the fury of a German ſcold! — 

Thefe, with ſome ſcores, were ſeen, of equal fame, 
Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame! 

The form of Mavam SCHWELLENBZERG ſhe took, 

Her broken Engliſh, garb, and fin-like look ; 

Then ſought the palace, and the royal ear, | 
And whiſper'd thus, Mine God, Sir, nebber fear 
Oh, pleaſe your Majeſty, you ver ver right: 

„ Shave all de raſcal, if but out of ſpite. 

Lord! Lord! how vill a mighty monarch look 
Not able, O mine God! for ſhave a cok 
W B b 2 « Dat 
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„ Dat like a king, I fay, what can't do dat ? 

„Mine God! pray haf more ſpirit dan a cat. 
Ser, in mine court, de prince be great as king 
He ſcorn to ax one word about a ting. 
« Mine God! de cook muſs nebber dare make groan, 
Nor dare to tell a prince der ſoul der own: 

« *Tis de dam Englis only, dat can fay, | 

« Boh! fig for king! by God, I'll haf my way.“ 


I haf fee court enough—a prince and dook, 
Hut nebber wiſh on ſuth as dis to look: 
« 1 ſay ver often to myſelf — Goode God! 
« I nebber viſh a crown mine head for load! 
% I do not wiſh myſelf more greater efils— 
„A King of Englis be a King of defils ; 
«© To puniſhment de louſy raſcal bring, 
« And ſhew dem all vat *tis for be a king. 
« America haf cover'd us vid ſhame ; 
« Jack Wilkes, too, be a dam, dam ugliſh name; 
« Ard ſal de paltry cook be conquerer, too ?— 
© No, God forbid ! as dat vill nebber do. 
De hair muſs fall before your royal eye, 
« *Tis ſometing, fags! to triumph *pon poor fly. — 


Pleas'd with her voice, the King of nations ſmy'd, 
For pow'r with monarchs is a fav'rite child. 
„What! what! not ſhave em, ſhave 'em, ſhave 'em, 

| „% ſhave em? | 
« Not all the world, not all the world ſhall ſave em. 
« I'll ſhear em, ſheer 'em, as I ſheer my ſheep,” — 
Thus ſpoke the mighty Monarch in his ſleep: 
Which proves that kings in fleep a ſpeech may make, 
Equal to what they utter broad awake,— 


Charm'd with the miſchief ſull on fancy's view, 
Quick to the major's room the FURY flew : 
Put off the form of SCEWELLENBERG, and took 
Of Mapam Hacctrporn the milder look: 
A woman, in whoſe ſoul no guile is ſeen, 
The miſtreſs of the robes to our good Queen: 
A queen, who really has not got her peer : 


A queen, to this our kingdom wond'rous dear. 
Which 
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Witich ſhews, however folks are apt to ſport; 

That all the virtues may be found at court. 

Now, in the MaJjoRr's ear the beldame faid, 

« Yan Dixox—YAaN, you muſt not, man, be fraid. 

I like muſh your peteeſſron to de King, 

++ Though GeorGE will ſwear tis dam, dam ſaucy. 

e ting; 

&© And ſwear, dat as his ſoul is to be ſave, 

„Dat ebbry von of you ſal all be ſhave : 

« VAN Dixon, rader your dear life lay down, 

*« Dan be de laugh (mine Gote!) of all de town. 

„De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet, 

Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow de ſtreet. 

De ſame (mine Gote!) vill chimney- ſweep behave 

& And cry, „ Dere go de blockhead dat vas ſhave: 

© © Dere go von poor ſhave fellow !* cry de trul, 

„ © Becauſe he had de Jouſe upon his ſcull.” 

© I know he fay, dat you ſal loſe your lock, 

& Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o'clock. 

i tink dere may be battle - nebber mind, 

% hope dat Godamighty vill be kind. 

* What, if de King make noiſe about de houſe, . 

„For noting but dis dam confounded louſe: 

He be but von, you know: and den for you, 

+ Mine Gote! VAN Dixon, you is filty-two : 

„ Tink, Yan, how GEoRGE vas frighten by de mob. 

„ When Lord GzoxGe GorDoN made dat burning 
| job. | 

„Mine Gote! Yan, mind me, rader loſe dy place, 

© Dan ſuffer ſuch dam naſty, dam diſgrace. 

I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear ax, . 

«© His Majeſty be ver good fort of man; 

„ But ver ver like, indeed, as oder men, 

« Dat is, a leetel ſtubborn now and den.— 

« Tink, YAN, of dat ver ugly ting, a wig, 

„For bot-boy and de pot-girl run der rig! 

« Boh! filty ting, enough the deffil for ſcare. . 

An m de perhap of diſmal dead man's hair! 

I fal not wonders if, dy foul for ſhock, 

« A ghoſt come ſeize upon der ſtolen lock. 

No, tags! nor vonders if dey come an pull 

De vig vid muſh, muſh fury ſrom dy ſcull. 


Bb 3 « Pon. 


Lg 


La 


1 252 J 


Pon ſom poor ſtrumpet head perhap that grow'd, 
© Dat die of dam diflorder, naſty toad! 


Thus faying, lo! the fury made retreat, 
And left the lord of ſaucepans in a ſweat 
Juſt like King Richard in his tent, Jon rear'd, 
And verily a man of woes appear'd. 
Now handling his ſmall pig-tail, © Now you're here,” 
Exclaim'd the Major, © but not long, I fear: 
Perhaps ſome good may follow this ſame dream, 
„ And reſolution mar this ſhaving ſcheme. 
& Curs'd be the loufe that ſo much miſchief bred, 
„ And yields to barbers boys the harmleſs head: 
% Curs'd be the razor-maker, curs'd the prig 
Who thought upon that greaſy thing—a wig. 
„ Sure, *twas ſome mangy beaſt, ſome ſcabby rogue, 
„Who brought a thing ſo filthy into vogue! 
« Had NATURE meant the ſcare-crow to be worn, 
& Infants with wigs had certainly been born, 
„But lo! with little hair, and that uncurl'd, 
& But not with wzrgs, they come into the world! 
„What ſhame, that ſheep, that horſes, cows, and bulls, 
„ Should club their tails, to furniſh Chriſtian ſculls! 
« But what a ſacrilegious ſhame, the dead | 
% Can't keep, poor ſouls, their locks upon their head! 


% What ſhame, the ſpectres, in the midnight air, 


« Should wander, ſcreaming for their plunder'd hair! 
4% Curs'd be the ſhaving plan, I ſay again, 
« Although the bantling of a royal brain!“ 


Thus curs'd the Major to nicaT's liſt'ning ear, 
Enough to turn a Chriſtian pale to hear! 
Thus, heedleſs of hereafter, for a pin 
Will men and women run their ſouls in fin! 

Now paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air; 

And now foliloquied with a ſolemn ſtare :— | 

« Drunk with dominion, gorg'd with vicious thoughts, 

« With folly teeming, doz'd by flatt'ry's draughts, 

« Taught to admire their very maudling dreams, 

« And think their brains' dull mud-pools, wisbom's 
o ſtreams, — 


« Too 
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& Too many a monarch lives; but, 10! not ours! 

& A king, who wisbom's very ſelf devours; 

4% Snaps at arts, ſciences, where'er they riſe, 

„% With all the fire of boys at butterflies. 

& Such cannot, . own a little heart; : 
8 


« Therefore our locks and we may never part.“ 


Now, from a ſtool a tinder-box he took, 
And fiercely with the ſtone the ſteel he ſtruck ; 
And, after many unſucceſsful ſhocks, _ 
« The ſparks inflam'd the tinder in the box; 
Which, by a match which Joan did ſagely handle, 
Gave ſudden luſtre to a farthing candle. 
Thus, if ſmall things with great we may compare, 
We ſee hard pedagogues, with furious air, 
Strike with the fiſt, and often with a ſtick, 
Light through a ſcholar's ſcull, ten inches thick. 


Now, full illuminated, Dixon ſtole, 
Where lay a maſter-cook within his hole: 
From whence, to all th' inferior cooks they went, 
Inclin'd to oppoſition's big intent: N 
But not ſo fierce, alas! for oppoſition, 
As in the threat*ning, bullying petition ; 
For men (it is reported) daſh and vapour 
Leſs on the field of battle, than on paper. 
Thus, in the hiſt'ry of each dire campaign, 
More carnage loads the newſpaper than plain. 
And now the cooks and ſcullions left each neſt ; 
And now, behold, they one and all were dreſt. 


Lo! ſullen to the kitchen mov'd the throng, 
Gloom on each eye, and filence on each tongue : 
How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier! 
But, ah! impreſs'd with ſorrow more ſincere ; 
For oft, at tombs, with joy the boſom burns— 
There, tis the /able back alone that mourns. 

Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire, 
They ſullen ſat, their grief commix'd with ire ; 
Sad ruminating all around the flame, 1 
Like Harry and his band, of deathleſs name, 
Near Agincourt, expectant of the day, | 
Big with the horrors of a bloody fray ; 
A fray 
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A fray that threat'ned Eis poor little band, 
To ſweep it, juſt like ſpiders, to that land 

erra igcognita yclep'd, which ſtretches 
Afar !—of which, 1mperfe& are our ſketches ; 
Since all who have ſurvey'd this diſtant bourne, 
So welcom*d, were not ſuffer'd to return.— 
Thus did the cooks expect the fatal morn, 
When, ſheep-like, ev'ry head was to be ſhorn. 


Nou, to the whitening Eaſt they caſt their ſight, 
And wiſh'd, but vainly, an eternal night: 

Not with leſs pleafure ſtares upon the day, 

The wretch condemn'd hard nature's debt to pay; 

Condemn'd ere noon to act a deed abhorr'd ; | 

To ſtretch, for juſtice's fake, the fatal cord: 

Not with leſs pleaſure ſhrunk (unknown to ſhame). 

A meat, drink, ſnuff, and diamond-loving Dans, 

When told, «+ That if poor Haſtings went to pot, 

& Away went pearls, and jewels, and what not, 

Torn from the ſtomacher ſo fine, yet foul, 


„ Which Av'RIcE thirſted for, and RAPIN E ſtole ;*? 


Not with leſs pleaſure, in the vale of life, 

Poor E6L-N-T-N beheld a youthful wife, 

(Forc'd on a bed of ice, ſweet flow'r, to bloom; 
Ah! forc'd to ſhine, a ſun-beam, on a'tomb), 
That blooming youthful wife, inclin'd to ſtray 
With Ham-LTox, all in a billing way; 

Juſt like two turtles, or a pair of lambs, 

Or ewes ſo playful with the friſky rams. 


Not with leſs glee an old and hopeleſs maid 
Surveys the ſun aſcending from the ſhade ; 
A ſun, that gives a younger fiſter's charms, 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms: 
Not with leſs joy, that raging chaſte old maid. 
Sees the frail fair ones in the Cyprian trade, 
Eſcape the whip and jail, and hemp beſide, 
By means of gentle MisrER JusTice Hype. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty! though, with aſpic eye, 
And glance diſdainful, pRupERVY paſs them by. 
With mincing ſtep, and ſquinting cautious dread, 
As though their looks-alone contagion ſned.— 


— 
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TI view each pallid WAR TcH with grief ſincere, 

And call on pity for her tend'reſt tear; | 

See, on their cheeks, the bluſh of vixTue burn; 
Hear from their ſouls, the ſigh of xuix mourn ; 
View, veil'd in HorRoR's gloom, their ſwimming eyes, 
Beaming with hopeleſs wiſhes to the ſkies, | 
Like the pale moon's dim ſolitary form, 

Wrapp'd in the darkneſs of the midnight ſtorm. 

Too oft by Tzzacn'ry's winning ſmile betray'd, 

Too fondly truſting, fails the ſimple maid ! 

Too many a 'TyH—L—E walks the world of woe, 

To foul of ixNocence the ſacred ſnow! _ 

To love, yet nurſe the thought of villain art, 

How hard a leſſon for the partial heart! 

Too hard a leſſon for the female ſoul, 

Where Love no partner owns, and ſcorns controul. 


Not with leſs pleaſure doth a poet look 

On cruel criticiſm, which damns his book, 
Or recommends it to that peaceful ſhore 
Where books and bards are never heard of more, 
That look'd each man, with lengthen'd boding beard, 
On that ſad morn, which doom'd them to be ſhear'd ; 
Not with leſs pleaſure, likewiſe, let me ſay, 
A hungry author ſees his dying play; 

Child of his dotage, who ſurveys its fall, 

uſt as mankind ſhall view the tumbling ball; 

Vhen ſun, moon, ſtars, and all the diſtant ſpheres, 
Burſt in one general wreck about their ears. 
Not with leſs pleaſure did “ Six WiLLIam's eye 
See SOMERSET'S bold wing deſert its ſky : 
A fall, at which the nation's purſe exclaims, 
That thund*ring cruſh'd the back of roaring Taamts : 


* This gentleman ſtill retains the place of Comptroller of the 
Board of Works, to the kingdom's ſurpriſe : but demerit in build- 
ing, as well as in painting, is a ſufficient recommendation to a 
certain ſpecies of yATRONS, particularly if the profeſſors are de- 
ſpiſed by the people at large. It is the mocey of this nation that 
is fought for, not the merit. The circumſtance of being a fo- 
reigner, too (for this ſame Six WiLLiam CHAMBERS is aSwede), 
Carries with it another ſtrong claim to favouritiſm ! 

Not 


— nne - — 
w 


5 * WS 4 — — 


P 


— aa. 


[ 286 ] 


Not with leſs pleaſure did 81x WIILLIAu's ear, 

A /econd craſh of this fam'd fabric hear; 

When poor Six JosHUa, with his painting band, 

Swore the dread day of judgment juſt at hand, 

Not with leſs glee, tenacious of his droſs, 

Ross * ſtarted=-Reader ! not the Man of Roſs— 
8 When 


* The preſent Bis nor or Ex TER, who, when his MajreTy 
viſited that ancient city lately, mf handſomely excuſed. himſelf the 
honour of entertaning his -Royar MasTzs, by billeting him 
upon DEAN BuIILER. The following lines, extracted from a 
mannicript performance of one ſonx PLouGuSHARE, called the 
Royat. PRoGREss, we think, will elucidate this part of our Eric, 
and no: be unacceptable to our readers. | 


© IN comm'd the King at laſt to town, 

Wich douſt and zweat az nutmeg brown, 
* The hoſſes all in ſmoke 

«© Huzzaingy trumpetings and ringing. | 

© Red colours vleeing, roaring, dringing, 
© Zo mad zeem'd all the voke, © 


Wiping his zweaty jaws and. poll, 
| © All over douſte we ſpied 'SqQuiRE Rol TE, 
f © Cloſe by the King's coach trattin; 
© Now ſhoving in the coach his head, 
Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 
© *SQuikE RoLLE and GEORGE be chattin, 


© Now went the ALDERMEN and Mays, 

* Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 
The royal voke to ken; 

« When MEgasTERr May's, upon my word, 

Pok'd to the King a gert long ſword, 

Which ke pok'd back agen. 


No thooſe that round his Worſhip ſtood, 
£ Declar'd it clumfily was dood; 

© Yet Saur, the people zay, . 
Brandiſh'd a gert hoſs glyſter-pipe, 

To make un inchis leſſon ripe, 

© That took up half a day. 
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Now down droo Vore- ſtreet did they com. 
Zum hallowin, and ſchreeching zum: 
© Now trudg'd they to the Dx an's; 
5 Becaze the Bisxoy ſent mun word, 
«© A could not meat and drink avord,, 
« A had not got the means.” 


4 A zed, 
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When MaJzsTy, to reſt his royal head, 
Aſk'd of the church's mitred ſon a bed,— 
Poor man! who proving, like his ſovereign, poor, 
Begg'd him to knock at good DEAN BuLLER's door; 


Burres, who took his wand'ring maſter in, 
And ſtuff'd with corn and oil his icrip and ſkin ; 


© A zed, that, „ Az vor he, poor man, 
© A had not got a pot or pan, 
6 Nor ſpoon, nor knive, nor vork ; 
© That he was weak, and ould, and ſqueal, 
% And zeldom made a hearty meal, A 
« And zeldom drade a cork.“ 


© Indeed, a is a moderate man, 
© And zo be all the clargy clan, 
That with un come to chatter; | 
© Who, when they're ax'd to a glaſs of wine, 
To one the wother they tip the ſign, 
And beg my Lord's fine water. 


Then az vor rooms—why, there agen, 

«& A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 
« They were ſo ſmall, a zed; 

6 And az vor beds, they wudn't do, 

« In number about one or two, 
Vor ſelf and Joan the maid. 

In vooliſh things, a wudn't be cort ; 

«© *Twas ſtoopid to treat volks for nort. 
6 No; twazn't heeſe deſire. 

«© Prefarment, too, waz to an eend; 

«« The King woud never more vor'n zend, 


6 To lift un one peg higher. 


« And yet volks zay's a man o'ſenſe, 
«© Honeſt and good—but hoardth his pence s 
„Can't peart with drink nor met. 
An then why vore?“ the peepel rail 
To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail 
„% OurDp WEYMovTH o' Long Leat.“ 


< Well, to the DrAxN's, bounce in they went, 
And all the day in munchin ſpent, 
And guzlin, too, no doubt; 8 
And while the gentry drink'd ⁊vithin, 
© 'The mob, with brandy, ale, and gin, 
s Got roaring drunk without,” 
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For which (on gratitude ſo wont to dote) 
The Monarch-gave,a TUMBLER—worth a groat ! 
O glorious act] an act, how ſeldom ſeen ! 

O what a day of gladneſs for the Dean! 

A gift ſo rare, fo noble, ſo ſublime, 

Will ſtupify the ſons of diſtant time. 

This, let the Bur TIER family record; 

This brittle treaſure let the BuLLERs hoard; 

Yet ſhew, exulting, upon gala days, 

To bid ſome favour'd 6vesT admire and praiſe, 


Now did the MaJ1or hum a tune ſo ſad! 
Chromatic —in the robes of ſorrow clad : 

But, lo! the ballad could not fear controul, 

Nor exorciſe the barbers from his foul : 

And now his lifted eyes the cieling ſought ; 

And now he whiſtled —not for want of thought. 

A mournful air the whiſtling Major choſe : 

Still on his rolling eye the razors roſe. 174 
From grave to ſprightly now he chang*d—a jip— 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wav'd the wig; 

Still ſaw his eye alarm'd, the * ſcratch abhorr'd, 
Like wild Macbeth's, the viſionary ſword,— 
Thus, from what kings, alas! may fancy fun, 

His loving ſubjects may be glad to run: 

Thus, when SaixnT SWITHEN from his fountain pours, 
SAINT SWITHEN, tutelary faint of ſhow'rs, | 
Beaux ſkip, belles ſcamper, fly the cocks and*hens, 
With drooping plumage, to the ſhelt'ring pens ; 
While, lo! the waddling ducks Te Deum utter, 

Flap their glad wings, and gabble through the gutter. 


Sing, MUSE! or, lo! our Canto not complete, 
What air he humm'd, and whiſtled all ſo ſweet. 
Homes, of ev'ry thing minutely ſpeaks, 

From heaven's ambroſia, to a camp's beef-ſteaks : 
Then let us, uus, adopt a march ſublime, 
And try to rival Homex with our rhyme ; 


A ſmall wig, or rather an apology for a wig, ſo called, and 
generally worn by our moſt amiable and auguſt Monarch. 
| Who, 
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Who, had a vir in JuNo's treſſes bred, 
Dropp'd on divine Minzzxva's wiſer head; 

Or coox-like FLEA, exploring ſome new track, 
Hopp'd from the clouds to AG6amemnon's back; 


The BArD had ſung the fall in verſe divine, 
And cxirics heard the ſound along the line. 
ove call'd his Juno only ſaucy bitch ; 
he or thought it would his ſong enrich : 
2 too, juſt threaten'd, with ſome birchen rods, 
o whip rover, before the gods ; . 
The Baxp (though but a flogging bout at moſt) 
Deem'd it, indeed, too ſacred to be loſt : 
Jove call'd his daughter only bitch and fool 
(Poor PALLAS, treated like a girl at ſchool), 
 Threaten'd to ham-ſtring her 2 fav'rite nags, 
And tear her bran-new phatton to rags; 
The BarD, who never wrote an idle word, 
Bade his bold verſe, the 60D's bold ſpeech record: 
And had the THUND'RER but broke wind, the fong 
Had, imitative, born the blaſt along _ 
Then be it known to all the world around, 
To folks above, and people-under ground, 
To fiſh and fowl, and every creeping thing 
Lillibullero, and God ſave F King, 
Were actually the very airs he choſe ! 
But wherefore—Gop ALMIGHTY only knows 


Cc Worin 
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BROTHER PETER 
| 1 0 
BROTHER TOM. 

* AN 


EXPOSTULATORY EPISTLE. 


SLI FE! r what hath ſwallow'd all the 
* raiſe? hi 
Of royal virtues not the ſlighteſt mention ! 
Strung, like mock pearl, ſo lately on thy lays! 
Tell me, a bankrupt, Tom, is thy invention? 


How cou'dſt thou fo thy rarron's fame forget, 
As not to pay, of praiſe, the annual debt ? 
WuriTEHEaD and CIBBEx, all the laureat throng, 
To rane's fair temple, twice a- year, preſented . 
Some royal virtues, real or invented, 
In all the grave ſublimity of ſong. 


Heralds ſo kind for many a chance-born wight, 
Creeping from cellars, juſt like ſnails from earth ; 
Or moles, or field- mice, ſtealing into light, 
Forge arms, to prove a loftineſs of birth ; 
Tracing of each ambitious Sir and Madam 
The branches to the very trunk of Apan. 


Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, of rhyme, 
Still bid thy royal maſter ſoar ſublime ? 
Bards ſhine in fiction; then how flight a thing 
To make a coat of merit for a king ! 
| Know, 
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Know, General CRP ENTER had Been a theme 
For furniſhing a pretty lyric dream; 

Once a monopoliſt of nod and ſmile: 
Of broken ſentences and queſtions rare, | 4 
Of ſnipſnap whiſpers ſweet, and grin, and ſtare, 

For which thy muſe would travel many a mile. 


But lo! the General, for a crying fin, 
Loſt broken ſentences, and nod, and grin, | 
And ſtare and ſnipſnap of the beſt of kings: | 
The fin, the crying fin of rambling | 
Where Oſnaburgh's good Biſhop, gambling, 
Loſt ſome few golden feathers from his wings; 


Which made. th” unlucky general run and drown ; 
Such were the horrors of the royal frown ! 

For lo! his M-——y moſt roundly ſwore 

He'd nod to General CarPENTER no more. 


Oh! glorious love of all- commanding money! 
Dear to /ome monarchs, as to Bruin, honey! 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 

Or ſhow'rs to hackney-coachmen, or a duck ! 


Thomas, thy lyrics might have prais'd the King 
For making ſinners mind the ſabbath-day, ' 
Bidding the idle ſons of pipe and ſtring, 
Inſtead of ſcraping jigs, ſing pſalms and pray; 
Thus piouſly (againſt their 2 | 
Dragooning ſouls unto ſalvation. 


The Monarch gave up Mr. Joan Barr, 

With that ſweet nightingale his lovely mate ; 
Who, with the organ and one fiddle, 

Made up a concert every Sunday night: 

Thus yielding majesTIEs ſupreme delight, 
Who reliſh cheapneſs een in tweedle tweedle. 


For NATURE formeth oft a kind 

Of money-loving, ſcraping, ſave- all mind, 
That happy glorieth in the nat'ral thought 
Of getting e' ry thing for nought: 


7 Ce 2 From 
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From Delhi's diamonds to a Briſtol ſtone; 
From royal — to a ſquawling parrot; 


From bulls of Baſan to a marrow-bone ; 

* Le yen rich — a mawkiſh . * 
getting things for nought, I needs m 

If not the mblef, 5 the cheapeft way. 5 


And often nature manufactures ſtuff 
That thinks it never hath enough; | 
Hoarding up treaſure never once enjoying 
Such is the compoſition of /ome fouls ! | 
Like jackdaws, all their cunning art employing, 
In hiding knives, and forks, and ſpoons, in holes, 


Lo! by the pious monarch's proclamation, 
'The NEON of this Nie tin 


On Sundays con their bibles make no riot 


The ſtubborn Uxzzipcs, 2 lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word, 
And bids the inſtruments lie quiet. 


Sweet Miftreſs Wars menu is forc'd to pray, 
And turn her eyes up, much againſt her will; 

Saxpwien fings pfalms, too, in Þis pious way; 
And Lady Youns forbears the tuneful will ; 

And very politic is Lady Young : 

A huſtand muſt net ſuffer for a ſong. 

The gentle ExxrEx his treat gave up, 

So us d upon the tweet repaſt to ſup; 

As eager for his Sunday's quaver diſh, 

As cats and rav nous aldermen for fiſh, 


Lord BxvDeNELL, too, a lord with lofty noſe, 

Bringing to mind a verſe the world well knows, 

_ Againſt ſublimity that rather wars; 

Which in an almanac all eyes may fee : 

„ Gop gave to man an upright form, that he 
« Might view the ſtars.” 


1 fay, this watchful Lon p, who boaſts the knack, 
Behind his ſacred Majeſty's great back, 


Of 
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Of placing for his latter end a chair 
Better than any lord (ſo ſays fame's trump) 
That ever waited on the royal rump, 

So ſwift his motions, and ſo ſweet his air: 


Who, if his Majeſty but cough or hiccup, 
Trembles for fear the King ſhould kick wp ; 
Drops, with concern, his jaw—with horror freezeg— 
Or ſmiles, „God bleſs you, Sire,” whene'er he 

- _* - neexes.; | "ws 1 
This Lord, I fay, uprais'd his convert chin, 


And curs'd the concert for a crying ſin. 


King Warkix, from the land of leeks and cheeſe, ing 
With ſighs forbore his baſs to ſeize ; 


With huge concern he dropp'd his Sunday airs, 
And grumbled out in Welſh his thankleſs pray'rs, 
The baſs, indeed, 7e Deum ſung, 
Glad on the. willows to be hung. 


And really *twas a very nat'ral caſe 
Poor inoffenſive baſs ! 
For when King Watkin ſcrubbeth him—alack ! _ 
The inſtrument, like one upon the rack, 
Sends forth ſuch horrid Inquiſition groans ! 
Enough to pierce the hearts of ſtones ! 


Tuus, though in concert politics the knight 
Battled with Miſtreſs WAaLs1NGHAM outright ; 
Yet both agreed to lift their palms, 

Not in hoſtilities, but ſinging pſalms. 


SAL*SBURY was alſo order'd to reform, 
Who, with my Lady, thought it vaſtly odd, 


Thus to be forc'd, like ſailors in a ſtorm, 
Againſt their wills, to pray to God. 


Thus did the royal mandate-through the town, - 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down ! 
Great act! e'er long 'twill be a ſin and ſhame, 
For cats to warble out an am'rous flame! 

Dogs ſhall be whipp'd for making love on Sunday, 
Who very well may put it off to Monday, | 


Cc 3 | Nay 


Nay more, the royal piety to "9% 
And aid the of igions, 
W 
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To Bridewel be ſent all cooing pigeons, 
And cocks and hens be laſh'd for making love: 
8 and wrens be ſhot from barns and houſe 


or being barely civil to their ſpouſes. | 


Poor Sir Jonw Dicx was, lamb-like, heard to bleet 
At loſing ſuch a Sunday's treat 

Sir Jonx, the happy owner of a far 

Which radiant honour on ſurtoutes he ſtitches ; 
Lamenting faſhion doth not ſtretch fo far 

As ſewing them on waiſtcoats and on breeches ; 

Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day, 

And make the knight a perfect milky way. 


Yet Hamypen, CHormoND*LY, thoſe ſinful ſhavers, 
Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers ; | 
Thus flying in the face of our BAT kixe, 
Prophane God's refting day with wind and ſtring : 
Whilſt on the Terrace, midſt his German band, 

On Sunday evenings Grone is pleas'd to ftand; 
Contented with a /fmple tune alone, 

„God fave great George our King,” or Bobbing 


Joan; | 


Whilſt Cuxnuss, leaning from their ſtarry height, 
Wink at each other, and enjoy the fight : 
And SATAN, from a lurking hole, 
Fond of a Coming Sol oul, 
His eyes and ears, ſcarce Able to believe, 
Laughs in his ſleeve. 


Stay, muſe, - the ment ion of the German band, 
Bringeth a tale oppreſſive to my hand, | 
n of German boys, 75 
Whoſe borrid fortune made ſome little noife, 

Sent for to take of Engliſhimen the places, 
Who, gall'd by ſuch hard treatment, made wry faces. 


Sent for they were, to feed in fields of clover, 
To feaſt upon the Coldſtream regiment's-fat : SIR 
W 
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Swift with their y ſtomachs they flew over, 


And wider than a Kevenhuller hat. 
But ab! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd! 
To feaſts they went, indeed—but went and farv'd ? 
Their maſters, raptur'd with the tuneful treat, T 
Forgot muſicians, like themſelves, could cat. 
Thus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen ſhores, 
When tyrant winter *midſt his tempeſts roars : 
Invited by our __ 8 he —_ PR . 
Views the pure ſtream joy, a ing groves 
And 2 — oh ! ſad — of fate ! 1 
Is ſhot, and ſmokes upon a poacher 's plate ! 


Thus endiny a ſweet epiſodic ſtratn, 
I turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode again. 


What! make a difh to balk thy maſter's gums ! 
A pudding, and forget the plums! 

Mercy upon us! what a cook art thou! 

Dry e'en already !—what a fad milch cow! 

Who gav'ſt, atfirſt, of fame ſuch flowing pails ! 

Say, Thomas, what thy lyric udder ails? 


Since truth belongs not to the laureat trade, 
*Tis ſtrange, tis paſſing ſtrange, thou didſt not 
flatter : 
Speak —in light money were thy wages paid? 
Or was thy pipe of ſack half fill'd with water? 
Or haſt thou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues ? 
Or hath a qualm of conſcience touch*d thy muſe ? 


Thou might'ſt have prais'd for dignity of pride, 
Diſplay'd'not long ago among the cooks; 
Searching the kitchen with ſagacious looks; 

Wigs, chriſt'ned /cratcbes, on their heads he ſpied. 


To find a wig on a cook's head 
Juſt like the wig that' grac'd his own, 
Was verily a fight too dread !— 
Enough to turn a king to ſtone ! 


On which, in language of his wery beft, 


His Majeſty his royal we expreſt. : hs 
WF One * How 
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„% How, how! what * cooks wear ſcratches juſt like 
„ me | * 

60 — ſtrange! yes, yes, I ſee, I ſee, I ſee 
„ Fine fellows to wear ſcratches! yes, no doubt— 
„I'll have no more—no more when mine's worn out 
« He? pretty! pretty! pretty too it looks 

« To ſee my ſcratches upon cooks ! | 


And lo! as he had threaten'd all ſo big, 

As ſoon as ever he wore out the wig, 

He with a pig-tail deign'd his head to match 
vor more profan'd his temples with a scxATCRH! 


Thomas, I ſee my ſong thy feelings grate— 
Thou think'ſt I'm joking ; that the King's my hate. 


The world may call me liar ; but ſincerel 

I loye him—for a partner, love him dearly : 
Whilſt his great name is on the ferme, I'm ſure 
My credit with the public is ſecure. 


Yes, beef ſhall grace my ſpit, and ale ſhall flow, 
As long as it continues George and Co.; PATH 
That is to ſay, in plainer metre, 
George and Peter. 


Yet, as ſome little money I have made, 
I've thoughts of turning *Squire, and quitting trade: 
This in my mind I've frequently revolv'd; 
And in ſix months, or ſo, : 
For all I know, 


The partnerſhip may be diſſolv'd. - 


Whate'er-thou think'ſt—howe'er the world may carp, 
Thomas, I'm far from hating our good King; 

Yes, yes, or may I thrum no more my harp, 
As Davip ſwore, who touch'd. ſo well the ſtring 

No, Tom ;—the idol of thy ſweet devotion 

Excites not HATE, whatever elſe th' emotion. 


To write a book on the ſublime, I own, 
Were I a bookſeller, I would not hire him; 
Yet, ſhould I hate the man who fills a throne, 
Becauſe, forſooth, I can't admire him! | 4 
: * . E 
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Hate him, becauſe, ambitious of a name, | 
He thinks to rival e'en the Pie in fame? 
A prince of ſcience—in the arts ſo chaſte != - 
A giant to him in the world of taſte ; 420” 
Who from an envious cloud one day fhall ſpring, 
And prove that dignity may clothe a king. 


Who, when by fortune fix'd on Britain's throne, 
Wherever merit, humble om is ſhewn, 

Will ſhed around that plant a foſt'ring ray; 
Whoſe hand ſhall ſtretch through poverty's pale gloom 
For drooping 6xn1vs, finking to the tomb, 
And lead the bluſhing ſtranger into day. 


Who ſcorns (like /eme) to chronicle a ſhilling, 
Once in a twelvemonth to a beggar giv®n 
By ſuch mean charity (Lord help *em) willing 

To go as cheap as poſlible to heav'n ! 


Hate him, becaufe, untir'd, the Monarch pores 
On HAN DETL's manuſcript old ſcores, 

And ſchemes fucceſsful daily hatches, 

For faving notes o erwhelm'd with ſcratches ; 
Recovering from the blotted leaves 

Huge cart-horſe minims, dromedary breves ; 
Thus ſaving damned bars from juſt damnation, 
By way of brigbt'ning Handel's reputation? 
Who, charm'd with ev*ry crotchet Handel wrote, - 
Heav'd into Tor'xAu-sTREET each heavy note: 
And, forcing on the houſe the tuneleſs lumber, 
Drove halt to doors, the other half to lumber ? 


Hate him, becauſe the works of Mr. WesrT, 
His eye (in wonder loſt) unſated views? 
Becauſe his walls, with taſteleſs trumpery dreſt, 

Robs a poor ſign- poſt of its dues ? 


Hate him, becauſe he cannot reſt 
But in the company of Weſt? 

Becauſe of modern works he makes a jeſt, 
Except the works of Mr, Weſt ? 
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Who, by the public, fain would have careſt 
The works alone of Mr. Weſt ! 
Who thinks, of painting, truth and taſte, the teft, 
None but the wond'rous works of Mr. Weſt! 
Who, as for REYyNoLDs, cannot bear him; 
And never ſuffers WiLsox's landſcapes near him, 


Nor, Galxsz'xouen, thy delightful girls and boys, 
In rural ſcenes fo ſweet, amidſt their joys, 

With ſuch ſimplicity as makes us fart, 

Forgetting tis the work of art. | 


Which wonder and which care of Mr, Weſt 
May in a fimile be well expreſt. . 


A SIMILE 
THUS have I ſeen a child with ſmiling face, 
A little daiſy in the garden place, 

And ſtrut in triumph round its fav'rite flow'r 
Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration, 
Thinking the flow'r the fineſt in the nation, 

Then pay a viſit to it ev'ry hour: 

Lugging the wat'ring pot about, 
Which Jonn the gard'ner was oblig'd to fill; 
The child, ſo pleas'd, would pour the water out, 

To ſhew its marvellous gard'ning ſkill ; 

Then ſtaring round, all wild for praiſes panting, 
Tell all the world it was its own ſweet planting ; 


And boaſt away, too happy elf, 
How that it found the daiſy all itſelf ! 


ANOTHER 


. —G—— 
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IN mile if I may ſhine agen 
Thus have I ſeen a fond old hen, 
With one poor miſerable chick, 
Tuſtling about a farmer's yard ; 
Now on the dunghill labouring hard, 
Scraping away through thin and thick; 
Flutt'ring her feathers—making ſuch a noiſe ! 
Cackling aloud ſuch quantities of joys, | 
As if this chick, to which her egg gave birth, 
Was born to deal prodigious knocks, 
To ſhine the Broughton of game cocks, 
And kill the fowls of all the earth ! 


E'en with his painter let the King be e; 
Egad ! eat, drink, and fleep, with Mr. Wesrt : 
Only let ne, excus'd from ſuch a gueſt, 


Not eat, and drink, and fleep; with Mr. WesrT : 


And as he will not pleaſe my taſte—no never—— 
Let me not give him to the world as clever—' 

A better conſcience in my boſom lies, 

Than imitate the fellow and his flies. 


Nie TOPER and the FLIES. 


A GROUP of topers at a table ſat, 


With punch that much regales the thirſty ſoul : | 
Flies ſoon the party join'd, and join'd the chat, 
Humming, and pitching round the mantling bowl. 
At” 
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At length thoſe flies got drunk, and for their ſin, 
Some hundreds loſt their legs, and tumbled in; 
And, ſprawling midſt the gulph profound, 

Like h and his daring hoſt, were drown'd ! 


Wanting to drink—one of the men 

Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken hoſt, 

And drank—then taking care that none were loſt, 
He put in ev'ry mother's ſon agen. | 


Up jump'd the bacchanalian crew on this, 
Taking it very much amiſs—— 
Swearing, and in the attitude to /mite, = 
« Lord!” cried the man, with gravely-lifted eyes, 
„Though I don't like to ſwallow flies, 
41 J did not know but other; might,” 


— 


— — 


WHO ſays I hate the King, proclaims a lie! 
E'en now a royal virtue ſtrikes my eye! 
To prove th' aſſertion, let me juſt relate 

The King's ſubmiſſion to the will of FATE. 


Whene'er in hunts the Monarch is thrown out, 

As in his politics a common thing! 

With ſearching eyes he ſtares at firſt about, 
Then faces the misfortune like a Ling! 


Hearing no news of nimble Mr. Srac, 
He fits, like PATIENCE, grinning.on his nag! 
Now, wiſdom-fraught, his curious eye-balls ken 
The little hovels that around him riſe ; 
To theſe he trots—of-hogs ſurveys the ſtyes, 
And nicely numbers ev'ry cock and hen. 


Then aſks the farmer's wife or farmer's maid, 
How many eggs the fowls have laid! 
What's in the oven in the pot—the crock=o 
Whether 'twill rain or no, and — 
; us 


i 


Thus, from 2 hovels gleaning information, 
To ſerve as future treaſure for the nat ion 


There, terrier- like, till pages find him out, 
He pokes his moſt ſagacious noſe about, 

And ſeems in Paradiſe—like that ſo fam'd ; 
Looking like Abu, too, and Eve fo fair; e 
Sweet ſimpletons! who, though ſo very bart, "A 

„Were (ſays the Bible) not aum d. — 

No man binds books ſo well as Gzones the Third, 
By thirſt of leather glory ſpurr d 

At book-binders he oft is ſeen to laugh . 
And wondrous is the King! in hop or calf! + 


But ſee ! the Pzrxce upon ſuch labour looks 
Faſtidious down, and only readeth books ! 
Here by the fire the ſon is much furpaſs'd; 

Which fame ſhould publiſh on her loudeſt 54! 


The King beats Monmouth-ſtreet in caſt-off riches— 
That is, in coats and waiſtcoats,' and in breeches— 
Which, draughted once a-year for foreign ſtations, 
Make fine recruits to ſerve ſome ear relations. 


But lo! the Paince, ſhame on him! never dreams 
Of pretty Jewiſh, ceconomic ſchemes! | : 
So very proud (I'm griev*d, O Tom, to tell it), 
He'd rather give a coat away than gell it e 


Fair juſtice to the Monarch. + alla: 
Prodigious ſcience in a calf or cow, 

'And wiſdom in the article of ſwine ! . 
What moſt unuſual knowledge for a king! _ 7 
Becauſe pig-wiſdom 1s a ing 

In which no ſov' reigns e' er were e to fline, 


Yet who will think I am not telling fibs ?- 
The PRINCE, who Britain's! throne | in, time ſhall 
grace 
Ne'er finger'd, at a fair, a bullock s ribss ; * , 4 
Nor ever ogled Pig 's Face. 5 | 
Pry d dire 


4 
* 
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© dire diſgrace! O, let it not be known 
That thus a father hath excell'd a ſon! . 


Truth bids me own, that I can bring 

A dozen who admire the King; 
And ſhould he dream of ſetting off for Hanovzs, 
As once he ſaid he would, to ſpite CHARLES Fox; 
Draw all his little money from the ſtocks,  _ 
Shut ſhop, and carry ev'ry pot and pan over: 


T think indeed, I'm fare I know, 

Thet dozen would not let him go; 

But in the ſtruggle ſpend their vital breath, 

And hug their idol, probably to death; 

As happen'd to a Romiſh Prieſt ga tale 

That, whilſt I tell it, almoſt turns me pale. : 


THE 
e R TAL E | 


A PARSON, in the neighbourhood of Roux, 
Some years ago how many I don't fay———. 

Handled ſo well his heav'nly broom, . * 
He bruſh'd, like cobwebs, fins away. 


Bright'ned the black horizon of his pariſh, | 
Gave to the PRINCE OF. DARKNESS ſuch hard blows, 
That Sar ax was afraid to ſhew his noſe iy 

(Except in hell), before this prieſt ſo warriſh ! 


To teach folks how to ſhun the paths of evil, 
And prove a match for Mr. DE II, : 
Was conſtantly this pious man's endeavour, 


Ang, as I've faid before, the man was clever. 0 


Red-hot was all his zeal—and fame declares, 


He gallep'd like a hunter oer bis pray'rs; 4 
| For 
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For ever lifting to the clouds his forehead 
Petitions on petitions he let 
Which nothing but BARBARIANS could deny. 
In ſhort, the /aints were to compliance worried. 


With ſhoulders, arms, and hands, this prieſt n 


So welt his evolutions did perform, 


His pray rs, thoſe holy ſmall - ſhet, flew about 


So thick !—it ſeem'd like taking heavy 'n by form. 7 


Without one atom of reflection, 
No candidate at an election | 
Did ever labour more, and fume, and ſweat, 
To make a fellow change his coat, 
And bleſs him with the caſting vote, 
Than this dear man, to get in heav'n a ſeat ._ 
For ſouls of children, women, and of men 
No matter which the ſpecies—cock or hen !, 


Thus did he not like that vile Jeſuit think, 


Who makes us all with horror ſhrink, 
A knave high meriting hell's hotteſt coals; 
Who wrote a dreadful book, to prove 
That women, charming women, form'd for love, 
Have got no ſouls * 


Monſter ! to think that WOMAN bad 1 no o ſoul ! ! 
Ha! haſt thou not a ſoul, thou peerleſs Mair, 

Who bidſt my rural hours with rapture roll? 
Whoſe beauties charm the ſhepherds and the made! 


Ves, CYNTHIA, and for ſouls like thine; 

Fate into being drew yon ſtarry ſphere : 
Then kindly ſent thy form divine, 

To ſhew what wond'rous bliſs inhabits there ! 


9 a * ever work d ſo wad, 

rom vaults, to drag up hogſhead, tun, or pine, 

As this gooey prieſt, to drag, for /mall 5 71 
The ſouls of ſinners from the devil's gripe. 


Pleas'd were the highe/? angels to expreſs. 
Their wonder at his fine addreſs ; 
492 Dd ' 
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And power ainſt tbe F1EXD who makes ſuch 8 | 
Nay, een St. PETER faid, to whom are giv in 


The keys for letting people into heav*n, ' ri 1 
He never got more halfpence' in his life. 


Twas added that my nameſake did declare 
(Peter, the porter of heay'n gate, fo truſty) 
That till this prieft appear'd, ſouls were ſo Faces i 
IIis bunch of keys was abſolutely rufty !. - 62 


4 = 


Did GENTLEMEN of fortune die, 

And leave the cxvzcy a good round furn, 
Lo! in the twinkling of an eye, 

The parſon frank'd their fouls to kin gdom-come ! ! 


$ 


A letter to the PorTER, E clue) Tn 
Inſur'd admittance to the Lord. e de, Þ 
Nor ſtopp'd thoſe ſouls an inſtant on the road 
To take a r0a/? before they enter'd in; 
For had they got the plague, twas ſaid that God 497 
Had let them enter without quarantine. - 


meg 


Well then! this parſon was ſo much. admir'd,, a 
So ſought, fo courted, fo defir'd, _ Rey 7 
Thouſands with putr id ſouls, like putrid 2 
Came ſor this holy pickle, to be nchain 1% | 191627 
Juſt as we ſee old hags, with-jaws of ne big © 
Enter the ſhop of Mr. WaRRE NC; mY 
Who diſappoints that highwayman call'd WINE 
{Noted for robbing ladies of their prime). 
By giving sixrxv-PivE' pale wither'd "mie! i 9181 
The bloowing roſes of SIXTEEN il! b glut 9 D 
ort IEA wollt ©] 
Such vaſt impreſſions did his 3 make, 
He always kept his flock awake 
In ſummer, too—hear, parſons, this ſtrange — 
Ye who ſo often ar to | adding ow bog Crt * 
A neighbouring town, into whod: people s ſouls, 4 
Sir, like a rat, had EN large holes, 1 


PTE 


d Begg'd 


N 
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Begg'd him to be their tinker their hole · ſtopper 
For, gentle reader, ſin of ſuch a ſortais, . 
It ſouls corrodeth, juſt as agua fortrs - 
Corrodeth iron, ' braſs, ar copper. 


They told him they would give him better pay, 
If he'd agree to change his quarters; 
Proteſting, when his ſoul ſhould leave its clay, 
To rank his bones with thoſe. of salix rs and MAR 
TYRS. 


This was a handſome bribe, all papi ſts know! 

But ſtop——his pariſh would not let him o ; 
Then, ſurly did the other pariſh look, 

And ſwore. to have the man by hook or crook... 


80 ſeiz'd him,. like a-graceleſs-throng——- 
The ꝑrĩeſt's pariſhioners, who lov'd him avel/!,” 
Rather than ta another: church belong . 
Swore they would ſooner ſee him lodg'd in hell 
So violent was their objection! , 
So very ſtrong, too, their affection! 


The ladies, too, united in the ſtrife, 7 
Proteſting that “ they lov'd him as their life, 
„So ſweetly he would lot when down to pray r 
So happy in a ſermon ehe; 
And then he had of nightingales the voice 
And holy water gave with /ach an air! 


„Lord! loſe ſo fine a man !=ſ6 great a treaſure! 
„ Yielding ſuch quantities of heavenly. pleaſure ! 


« Forgiving fins ſo free, too, at confeſſion, . 
„However carnal the tranſgreſſion, 

In ſuch a charming hove-condemning ſtfain 
He really ſeem'd to ſay, Go lin again; 

„HTT ſhall not throw, my angels, on your ſouls . 
So ſweet, a ſingle ſhovelful of coals,” | 


Now in the fire was all the "I 
Tait as two bull - dogs pull a cat, 


| 
| 
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Both pariſhes with furious zeal contended— 
So heartily the holy man was hugg'd, 2 
So much from place to place his limbs were lugg'd. 
That very fatally the battle ende! 
In ſhort, by hugging, lugging, and kind ſqueezes, 
The man of God was r di in. ——— T 


This work per form d, the * were fought for 
itoutly ; 

And fo the fray continued moſt — 

Lo, with an arm, away one raſcal fled; 

This with a leg, and that the r 

Off with the foot another goes 

Another ſeizes him, and gets r toes, 


Nay, ſome, a relick ſo intent to 4 
Fought, juſt like maſtiffs, for a rib : 
Nay more (for truth, to tel] the whole, obliges), 
A dozen battled for the Os Coceygis * { ; q 


Heav'n, that ſees all things, ſaw the dire apa, 

In which each pariſh acted like a brute: 
Then bade the dead man as a aint be ſought : 

Still, to reward him more, his bones enriches, ' © 

With pow*r o'er evils, rheumatiſms, and itches, 
However dreadful, and wherever caught : 

Thus, .by the grace of Him who governs _— 

His very toe-nail come: aden a wonder 


THUS might our Monarch, by this dozen men, 

Be hugg'd ! and then ! and then ! and then! and 
then! 

Then what? why, meh, this direful ill muſt ſ pring ; 

1 a good /ubjez? loſe, and thou a KING ! ! 


No, Tom; no more to ſtrike us with "wy | 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze: 


* The tip of the ruinpe 


A ſet- 


L 307 J 


A ſetting ſun art thou, ſo: mild thy beam 
Thou (like old Oct Ax's heaving wave no more, IT 
That lifts a ſhip and fly with equal roar). "og 

Pour'ſt from thy lyric pipe a fober ſtream. 


No more we hear the gale of fame ei lter ꝛ0ft ob I 
Wild bluſt'ring with thy MAsTER's namen 

No more ideal virtues ride ſublige 
(Like feathers) on the ſurge of rhyme. 


But lo the cauſe! it was the Re YAL WILL 

To bid the —_ of his praiſe be ſtill: | 

No more to let his virtues make a rout 
Blown by-thy-blaſts like paper kites about 4 


Indeed, thy ſov' feign in thy verſe ſo ſine, 
Might juſt y have exclaim?d at many a line, © 
In peacock's feathers, lo, this knave arrays me,” 
And, like a King of France, of whom I've read, 
Our gracious ſoy*reign alſo might have ſaid. 

„% What ave T done ne = ar paged yung me wr 1 

7 aA 

With pity hays I ſeen * SON OF $0NG, 
Trundling thy lyric wheelbarrow ao ” dn a3 
Amidft Sr. AES 's gapers to unload 11 ſu! 
The motley maſs of pompous ode: | 
And wiſh'd the ſack, for verſe the . prize, 

To poets of a leſs renown—— © - 
To poor WI Mason, Who in ſecret fighs 61 

o ſtrut beneath the 'LAURE AT! s Jeaden. ban. 
moi M 91 

arm in the praiſe than migbt'ſt have been, 
Of thy great King and Big great Queen; B 
But not ſo diabolically 5 —— 
A downright dew * a ner rot- 55 


By devꝰl (without hs being born a mind 4 
Thou ought*ſt to know I mean a turkey's e 

So chriſt'ned for its quality, by man, uf 
Becauſe ſo oft *tis loaded with Bana | 
This dev'l is ſuch a red-hot bit of meat, Fil 
As nothing but the dev himſelf ſhould eat. + 


A Jpoon 
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A Hoon was large enough, the world well knows! 
Why give the pap of praiſe then with a ladle 7—. 
Gently thou ſhould*ſt have rock'd him to repoſe——' ' 
Not like a drunken nurſe o'erturn'd the cradle. 


I do not marvel that the King was wrath:' - | e 


(Knowing himſelf no bigger than a lath), 
To find himſelf a tall, gigantic oak—— 
*T'was too much of a magic-lantern ſtroke. : 


Ah! where was Mops, the charming maid'?: 
Where was the rural vagrant ſtraying, 

Not to admoniſh thee, an idle jade, $2.8: 
When thou thy tuneful compliments wert paying? 


Yet why this queſtion: put I, Tom, to thee ?— | 
Lord! how we wits forget !-——ſhe was with me. 


Dear modeſty (by very few careſt) 

Oft condeſcends to be my 7 . 1 
From time to time, the maid my rhyme reviews, 
And dictates ſweet inſtructions to the muſe. 


Ves, frequent deigns my cottage to adorn, | 

Juſt like that bluſhful damſel call'd Miss Moxn—— 
Who ſmiling from the dreary caves of night, 

Moves from her eaſt with filent pace and flow. 

O'er yonder ſhadowy mount's gigantic brow,, _ 
And to my window ſteals with dewy light. 22 7 

Then peeping through the panes with cherub mien, 

Seems to aſk liberty to enter in. 


Now vent'ring on the {ables of my room; 
She ſweeps the darkneſs with her,ftar-clad broom; 
Now pleas'd a ſtronger ſplendour, to diffuſe, - 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my ſhoes ; . © 
Smiles on my breeches, too, of handſome pluſh,, _ 
Where George's head once made no gingling ſound, 
But where amidſt the pockets all was huſh; LS 
Such awful fence reign'd around ! | | 
Whoſe fob, which thieves ſo often pick, 
Was quite a ſtranger to a watch's click, 1 
N Now 
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Now caſting on my pen and ink a; 745 | 
Seeming with ſweet reproof to ay; een 4 lies od 
„The lark to Heav'n her grateful mattins ſings 2 ; 
„Then, Peter, alſo ope thy tuneful throat, nne 
And, happy in a faſeinating note, 
60 Riſe and beiech the beſt of: ings. *. 


Howe'er the 3 * abuſe we may be giyv'n, 

I cannot do without .CROWN'D HEADS, by heav TM 
Bards my have fubjets that their genius ſuit 
And if T've not ccc 0 heads, I muſt be mute, 


. 
- 
=, 


My verſe is ſomewhat Jike a game at whilſt ;: | 
Which game, though * by people. eier ſo * 
Cannot with much ſuec exiſt 


Except their hands poileſs a king and queen. 15 


I own my muſe delights i in royal folk: 1401. 
Lead- mines, producing many 22 pounds! | 

Joe MitLens, furniſhing a fund of joke! 
Lo, with a — of joke a court abounds! ay 


At royal follies, Lord! a lucky hit 

Saves our poor brain th' expence of wit: 

At princes let but Satire lift his gun, 

The more their feathers fly, the more the fg 

E'en the whole world, blockheads and men 7 OG 
Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. * 

And, vic“ vera, kings arid queens” 3 99 
Know pretty well what ſcandal means, 

And love it, too—yes, Majeſty” s a grinner : 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a ſtable, 
Hath oft been beckon'd to a royal table +77 

And pleas'd a princely palate more than OP 50 


: 
4 


I know, the world exclaimeth in this —— — 

suppoſe a king not overwiſe ER 
& (A vice in Kings 1 not ve 

“% Suppoſe; he does this hdd thi thin 

If folly conſtitutes a monarch's bl 
Shall ſuch by ſaucy poets ſtand corrected? 


Is 60 Bold 


11. l . 
ws, - * 
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FBold is the man,“ old Parſon Calchas * cries, 
« Who tells a monarch where his error lies.. 
emu gt re Forst“ 
Grant that a king in converſe cannot ſhine, , . |  -- 
And ſharp with ſhrewd remark a world alarm; 
„% What buſineſs, Peter Pindar, is't of thine? 
Grant pucrilities—pray where's the harm? — 


To this I anſwer, „ don't think a king 
„ill go to hell for ex ry childiſh thing — 
« Yet mind, I think that one in his great ſtation 


Should ſhew ſublime example to a Hatioln 


* 
© o - 


« And when an eagle he ſhould ſpring 

To drink the ſolar blaze on tow'ring wing, 
„Wich daring and undazzled eyes 

Not be. a ſparrow, upon chimneys hopping, 

His head in holes and corners popping | 

« For flies? 0 itt 72719 g vie 45 

Tom, I'm not griey'd that thou haſt chahg d thy note, 

And op'd on Windſor wall thy tuneful throat; 
For verily it is a rare old maſs 

Nor angry that to W ESt thou doſt deſcend; 

The King's great painting oracle and friend. 
Who teacheth I ER VAS how to fpoil good glaſs. 


But, ſon of Isis, ſince, amidſt this Ode, 
Thou talk'ſt of painting like an ardent lover, 
Of panes of —— now daubing over, | 

Dimming delightfully the great abode. 


Speak—know?ſt thou ou ht of RarnatrL'srare Cartons? 
I have not ſeen them, Tom, for many moons ſ 121 


Why did'ſt thou not, amidſt thy rhyming fit. 
Of thoſe moſt heav*nly pictures talk a bit. — 
For which the NaTioNn paid down ev'ry /ou/e ? 
Rare pictures, brought long fince from Hamerton 
r ee 
And by a /elf-taught cAREN TEA cut ſhort, _ 
To ſuit the pannels of the Queen's old houfe. j 


” - oS 


e ie Homer, © * 


| 
| 
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; Cergre} } 


So ſays report I“ hope it is not true 
And yet I verily believe it too; | 
It is ſo like ſome people I could name, 
Whoſe pericraniums walk a little lame. 


Beſhrew me, but it brings to mind 
Jenn 


It happ'd at PL Mork town ſo fair and ſweet, 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet; 
Making in ſhow*rs of rain a monſtrous pother; 
Bart'ring, like Ras-Farz Jews, with one the other, 
With carrots, cabbage leaves, and breathleſs cats, 
Potatoes, turnip tops, old rags, and hats: 


A town that brings to mind SwiFT's City Show'r 
Where clouds to waſh its face for ever pour—— ' 

A town where beautraps under water grin, 

Inviting gentle ſtrangers to walk in; 

Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, 

Prepar'd to crown their viſitors with mud. 


A town where parſons for the living fight, | 

On every vacancy, with godly might, n 
Like wreſtlers for lac'd hats and buckſkin breeches; 

Where oft the prieſt who beſt his lungs employs 

To make the rareſt diabolic noiſe, N 
With ſureſt chance of vit'ry preaches: ' 

Whoſe empty ſounds alone his labours bleis 

Like cannon fir'd by veſſels in diſtreſs. © -- 


A town where, exil'd by the higher pow'rs, 
The xoYAL TAR with indignation lours; 
Kept by his siIxE from London, and from fin, 
To ſay his catechiſm to Miſtreſs Wyxs.. - 
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oe br dh rem 
IN the laſt war, French priſoness often died 5 _ 
Of fevers, colds, and more good things beſide "$99" 
Preſents for valour, from damp Walls ar chinks, 
And nakedneſs, that ſeldom fees a flirt; £ 
And vermin, and all forts of girt, ,.. . , + ' 
And multitudes of motley ſtinks, . 7 
That might with ſmells of any clime compare 41 
That ever ſought the noſe or fields of air. f 


«2917 9930 1037.5 341; 3% 19 REG ER Se] 5 
As coffins are deem'd neceſſary things 1 
Forming a pretty ſort of wooden wings 3 
For wafting men to graves, for. t' other world, 
Where anchor d (doom d to make na voyages more) 
The rudders of our ſouls are put aſhorr, +51 
And all the ſails for ever furl'd. 
eg een ibn 919777 129709 A 
A carpenter, firſt couſin to the tan, 
Hight Maſter ScxEw, a man of reputation 
Got leave, through borough int reſt, to prepare 
Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation: 
I mean, for luckleſs Frenchmen that were dead; 
And very well indeed ScxEw's contract ſped. 


- His good friend death made wonderful demands, 
As if they play'd into each other's hands, | 


As if the carpenter. and death went ſnacks ? 
Wiſhing 
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Wiſhing to make as much as e'er they cqu'd . 
By this ſame contract coffin-wood, 


For ſuch as death had thrown upon their backs. 


This carpenter, like men of other trades, 
Whom conſcience very eaſily perſuades 
To take from neighbours uſeleſs ſuperfluity, 
Reſolv'd upon an economic plan, | 
Which ſhews, that in the character of man, 
Economy is not an incongruity. 


I know ſome monarchs ſay the ſame—whoſe pulſes 


Beat high for iv*ry chairs, and beds, and bulſes. 


For lo, this man of economic ſort 

Made all his coffins much too ſhort, 

Yet ſnugly he accommodates the dead— 
Cuts off, with much /ang froid, the head; 
And then to keep it ſafe, as well as warm, 
He gravely puts it underneath the arm; | 
Making his dead man quite a PAxis beau! 
Holding his jowl en chapeau bras, 


But, Thomas, now to thofe-Cartons of fame 
Do aſk thy ſev'reign in my name, 

What's to be done with thoſe rare pictures next? 
Some months ago, by night, they travell'd down 
To the Queen's houſe in Windſor town, 

At which the London folks were vaſtly vex d. 


For if thoſe fine Cartons, as hiſt*ry ſays, 

Were (much to this great nation's praiſe) 
Bought for the nation's ſole inſpection, 

Unaſi'd, to ſuffer any man to feel em, 

Or ſuffer ay forward dame to ſteal em, 
Would be a national reflection. 


> 
E ec 


"; 


ä——U V — — — —äʒ—ͤ : — "In. e 2 — . <A Ss Le ADA RAY Oe — 2 — 
- 
1 


| 
| 
| 


1 324 J 

Tom, aſk, to STRELITz if they're doom'd to go; 
Becauſe the walls are naked there, I know 

Strelitz a mouſe-hole is, all dark and drear : 
And ſhould the pictures be inclin'd to ſtray, | 


Not liking Strelitz, they may loſe their way, 
And ramble ts ſome Hebrew auctioneer ; 


Where, like poor captur'd negroes in a knot, 

The holy wand'rers may be made a lot | 
And like the goods at 2 's we handle, 
Chriſt and the ſaints be ſold by Teh of candle ! 


Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude !_ 
(1 fee thee ready to baw] out Amen :**) 
Joking apart, den t think me rude, 
For wiſhing to inſtruct thy lyric pen. 


Whether, like trout and eels, in humble pride, 
Along the ſimple ſtream of proſe we glide ; 

Or, ſtirring from below a cloud of mud, 

Like whales we flounder through the lyric flood; 


Or if a paſt'ral i image charm thee more; 
Whether the vales of proſe our feet explore, 
Or rais'd ſublime on opDxRꝰs atrial fleep, 


We bound from rock to rock like goats and ſheep ; 


Whether we dine with dukes on fifty 9 


Or, poet- like, againſt our withes, 

On beef or pork, an economic crumb 
(Perchance not bigger than our thumb, 
Turn'd by a bit of packthread at the fire), 
To fatisfy our hunger's keen defire ; 

A good old proverb let us keep in 1 
Viz. Thomas, “Give the dev his due. 


Whether a Apen iſſuing high command, 
Smiles us to court, and makes us by the hand, 
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the ſhouKder, 
And bid our tuneful harps in priſen moulder; 
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Sell not (to meanneſs ſunk) one golden line 
The Musz's incenſe for a gill of wine. 


x This were a poor excuſe of thine, my friend 
: © Few are the people that my Ode attend: 
„ I'm like a country clock, poor lonely thing, 
That on the ſtair-caſe, or behind the door, 
« Cries © Cuckow, cuckow,? juſt: at twelve and four, 
« And chimes that vaſFar tune, God fave tie 
« King.” ans wh 4 4 


Oh! if deſerting WI psonx's lofty tow'rs, 

To fave a ſixpence in his barrack bow'rs, 

A monarch ſhuffles from the world away, 

And gives to Fotiy's whims the buſtling day; 

From ſucb low themes thy promis'd praile recal,. 
And fing more wonders of the old My D-Wa LL.. 


Dre. ¶ũ -! In ne >. 
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Rowland for an Oliver 
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Mr. PETER PINDA R's 


BENEVOLENT EPISTLE —© 


T © 


FOHN NICHOLS. 


Sir, you lie I ſcorm your word, 
Or any man's that wears a ſword. 
For all you huff, who cares a -d? 
Or who cares for you ? Caren. 


O SON of wicked Satan, with a ſoul 
Hot as his hell, and blacker than his coal! 


Thou falſe, thou foul-mouth'd cenſurer of the times, 
I do not care three ſtraws for all thy rhymes, 

Thy wit is blunter than old worn-out ſheers ;— 

Pl make a riddle with thee for thy ears; 

Write any ſort of verſe, thou bluſt'ring blade ! 


Egad ! I'II fay, like Keck, © Who's afraid?“ — 
Thank God, I've talk'd to greater folks than thee : 
In that I will not yield to any HE; 


No, 


| 
: 
2 


uy 

No, not to any HE that wears a head 

Again I'll ſay, like Keck/y, ** Who's afraid? 
Thank God, whene'er I wiſh like kings to fare, 

I go, unaſk'd, and dine with my Lord May'r. - 

But thou, who aſks thee, varlet ! to their houſes ? - 
Fear'd by the huſbands, dreaded by the ſpouſes. - 
May God Almighty hear what now. I ſpeak ! —- 
Some aldermen would gladly break thy neck. 
Thou tell'ſt us, thou haſt ſtruck thy lyre to king 
Yes, faith, and founded very pretty things. 

Thou blockhead, thou pretend to think thy.rhymes. - 
Shall live to ſee the days of after- times! 1 
Fool, to pretend on ſubjects great to ſhine, -. 

Or een to printers devy?ls to tune the line! 

Sir, let me humbly beg you to be civil 

Thou know'ſt not that I was a printer's dev: I: 
So, Sir, your ſatire wants the pow*r to drub, 

In thus comparing NicaorLs to a grub. 

Whate'er thou ſay'ſt, I'm not of vengeance full, 
Nor did I ever bellow like a bull: 

And grant I am a bull, I ſhan't ſuppoſe - 

A cur like thee can nail me by the noſe. 

Thou lieſt, when thou ſayeſt, like a top, 

With anger rais'd, I ſpinn'd about my ſhop : - 
Nor did I ever, madden'd by thy ſtripes, 

Thou prince of liars, kick about my types. 

Books have I written; books I ftill will write, 
And give, I hape, to gentlefolks delight : 

With charming print, and copper-plates fo fine, 
Whoſe magazine goes off ſo well as mine? 

Who, pray, like me, the page ſo fond of filling, 
Who gives more curious matter for a ſnilling? 
England's firſt geniuſes J keep in pay; 4 
Much proſe I buy, and many a poet's lay: 
The filk-worm HAYLE V ſpins me. heaps of verſe, . 
And Goven, antiquities exceeding ſcarce : . | 
Great Horace WALPOLE, too, with ſweet good-will, 


* 


S ends me choice anecdotes from Strawb'rry-hill: 


Miſs SEwarD, Miſtreſs VEAMSL ET, and Miſs Monz, 
Of lines (dear women 1) ſend me many a ſcore. 
Theſe are the nymphs at whom thine envy rails 
Fool! of their gowns not fit to hold the tail 
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Theſe are the men, of proſe and verſe the knights, 
With genius flaſhing, like the northern lights; 
Theſe are the men, whoſe works immortal ſnew 
The men of literature from top to toe.— 

But thou'rt a wen, —a blue, black, bloated tumour, 
Without one fingle grain of wit or humour: 

Thy muſe, too, all ſo conſequential ſtruts, 

As if all Helicon were in her guts j— 

A fiſh-drab, a poor, naſty, ragged thing, 

Who never dipp'd her muzzle in the ſpring. 

Thou think'ſt thyſelf on Pegaſus fo ſteady ; 

But, PETER, thou art mounted on a Neddy : 

Or, in the London phraſe, - thou Dev*nſhife monkey, 
Thy Pegaſus is nothing but a donkey. 

I own, my vanity it well may raiſe, 

To find ſo many gaping for my praiſe; - 

Who ſend ſuch flatt*ring things as ne'er were ſeen, 
To get well varnifh'd in my magazine: 


Indeed, I often do indulge the elves, > 


And ſuffer authors to commend themſelves ; 
Wits of them/elves can write with happieſt ſpirit, 
And men are judges of their proper merit. F 
Lumps have I giv'n them, too, of beef and pud- 
din 5 N Ty 1 E | 
That helps 1 genius in its ſtudying; 
And humming porter, when their muſe was dry 
For this be glory unto God on high ! N 
And not to me, who did not make the pudding, 
Nor beef aſſiſting genius in its ſtudying. 71 41 7 
To authors, yes, I've giv'n both boil'd and roaſt, } 


. 


And many a time a tankard with a toaſt 
But God forbid, indeed, that I ſhould boaſt ! 
And halfpence, too, and ſixpences, ecod ! * 

But, boaſt, avaunt ! — the glory be to God! 

To bards, good ſhoes and ſtockings I have giv'n— 
But not to me the glory, but to Heav'n ! 

Yes, yes, I ſee how much it ſwells thy ſpleen, _ 
That I'm head maſter of the magazine; 
Who let no author ſee the houſe of fame, 
Before he gets a paſſport in my name. 

Art thoz a Doctor? Yes, of thinning ſkill ; 
For thouſands have been poiſon d by thy pill 1 
2 2 ut 
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But let my foul be calm: it ſhan't be ſaid 7 
I fear thee, O thou monſter - Whoſe afraid?“ 
What though I know ſmall Latin, and leſs Greek, 
Good ſterling Engliſh I can write and ſpeak ; 
Yet thouſands, who preſume to be my betters, 

Can't ſpell their names, and ſcarcely know their letters, 
Belike, the curious world would hear with joy, 
What trade I was defign'd for, when a boy: 

« A barber, or a taylor,” ſaid my mother | 
«© No,” cried my father, „neither one nor t' other; 
&« A ſoldier, a rough ſoldier, Joan ſhall wander, 

„ Pull down the. French, and fight like Alexander.“ 
But unto letters was I always ſquinting, 

So aſk'd my daddy's leave to ſtudy printing; 
| And got myſelf to uncle Bowyer's ſhop, | , 
Where, when it pleas'd-the Lord that he ſhould drop, 
The trade and good-will of the ſhop, was mine; 
Where, without vanity, . I think I ſhine; _ 
And where, thank God, in ſpite of dull abuſe, 
I'm warm, and married, and can boil my gooſe. 
And had I been to ſwords and muſquets bred, | 
P'rhaps I had ſhin*'d a Cæſar, or the Swede : If 
Had'ſt thou a ſoldier been, thou ſorry mummer, 
Thy rank had never roſe above a drummer. 
How dar'ſt thou ſay, that ſhould, his Rovar Hicaness 
(A prince renown'd for: modeſty and ſhyneſs) 
Be Generaliſſimo of all our forces, 

A jack-aſs's old back, and not a horſe's, 

Should carry the good prince into the field. 
Whoſe arm a broomſtick, for a ſtaff, ſhould wield, 
That very, very broomſtick which his wife 

Oft us'd to finiſh matrimonial ſtrife. ? Rae HY 
Why do'ſt not praiſe the virtues of the ##*###*, 
As great in ſoul, as noble in her mien, 14, 
Whoſe virtues make the ſoul of envy ſick, * 
Strong as her ſnuff, and as her diamonds thick? — 
But wherefore this to PETER do I fay ? PEE” 
Owls loye the dark, and therefore loath the day. 40 
The , as wiſe a man as man can be:: 
The ****+, fo mild, who cannot kill a fee 
Brave GLo'szzx's. Highneſs, and bis ſober wife, 
Who lead the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, calmeſt life;  _ 
1281977 "$4 ER '  Ricumonyd 
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RicnmonD and Lx HDs, each duke a firſt-rate ſtar, 
One fam'd for politics, and one for war; 
The open Hawkss'zxy, ſtranger to all guile, 
Who never of a ſixpence robb'd our iſle ; 
The modeſt PirT, the Joſeph of the day, 
Who never with lewd women went aſtray ; 
And many others, that I ſoon could mention, 
Are much oblig'd, indeed, to thy invention! 
But where's the oak that never feels a blaſt ? 
Or ſun, at times that is not overcaſt ? 
Alas! een people dreſt in gold and ermine 
May feel at times the bites of naſty vermin : . 
And when thou dar'ſt great quality attack, 
What art thon but a bug upon its back ?- 
What harm, pray, hath my friend Sir JosErn done, 
So.good, and yet the ſubject of thy fun ? 
Juſt in his ways to women and to men 
Indeed, he ſwears a little now and then. 
Behold, his breakfaſts ſhine with reputation! 
His dinners are the wonder of the nation ! 
With theſe he treats both commoners and quality, 
Who praiſe, where*er they go, his hoſpitality : : 
Ev'n from the north and ſouth, and weſt and eaſt, - 
Men ſend him ſhell, and butterfly, and beaſt. 
Sir WII LIAN HamiLToN ſends gods and mugs; 
And, for his feaſt, a ſow's moſt dainty dugs. 
And ſhall ſuch mob as thou, not worth a groat, 
Dare pick a hole in ſuch a great man's coat? 
Whenever at St. James's he is ſeen, 
Is not he ſpoke to by the King and Queen ?: 
And don't the lords at once about him preſs, 
And, like his ſov'reigns, much regard profeſs ?- 
Tell him they'll come one day to him, and dine, 
Pehold his rarities, and taſte his wine? 
Such are the honours, to delight the ſoul, 
On which thy longing eye-balls vainly roll: 
Such are the honours that his heart muſt flatter, 
On which thy old dog's mouth in vain may water. 
Whether in Dev'nſhire thou haſt got a houſe, 
J value not three capers of a louſe; Si 
Whether in Cornwall thou a houſe haſt got, 
And at elections only boil'ft thy pot; 


Whether 
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Whether a doctor, dev?], or a friar, 

I know not but I know thou art a liar. 

Whene'er I die, I hope that I ſhall read 

This honeſt epitaph upon my head :— 

« Here lies Johx's body; but his ſoul is ſeen 

In that fam'd work, the Ge'mman's Magazine: 
« Brave, yet poſleſs'd of all the ſofter feelings; 

« Succeſsful with the muſes in his dealings ; 

« Mild, yet in virtue's cauſe as quick as tinder— 
„Who never car'd one f—ig for PETER PIN DARM.“ 


Ma. PsTzx Pinrax's apolo for the variety of 
entertainment in his pretty Poetical Olio, is the firſt 
thing I ſhall preſent to the Public. 


PETER's APOLOGY. . 


' Mos J keep a rhyme-ſhop—mine's a trade; 
4 I ſell to old and young, to man and maid; 
All cuſtomers muſt be oblig'd ; and no man 
Wiſhes more univerſally to pleaſe: 
I'd really crawl upon my hands and knees, 
T' oblige—particularly lovely woman, | 


Yet ſome (the dev'l take ſuch virtuous times), 
Faſtidious, pick a quarrel with my rhymes, 
And beg I'd only deaf in love- ſick ſonnet. _ 
How eaſy to bid others ceaſe to feed ! $A 
On beauty I can quickly die, indeed, | 
But, truſt me, can't Jive long upon it. 


If there is not a deal of impudent double entendre in 
this Sonnet; I do not know what purity meaneth 
ſweet wrapped up, indeed, 'Squize Pinar! 


F 
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Inſtead of a formal commentary on every com 
ſition, I ſhall make ſhort work with them, by giving 
them their true character in a few words, as for ex- 

* ample; . t un | 


Impudence, Egotiſm, and Conceit. 


THE expulſion of a moſt excellent ſet of ptayers 
from Kinglbridge, in Devonſhire, with the aſylum 
offered them by the Author's Barn, in an adjoining 
pariſh, -is the foundation of the following Ode, 


ODE To u BARN. 


WEET haunt of ſolitude and rats, 
Mice, tuneful owls, and purring cats ; 
Who, whilſt we mortals ſleep, the gloom pervade, 
And wiſh not for the ſun's all-ſeeing eye, 
Your mouſing myſteries to ſpy ; "a 
Bleſt, like philoſophers, amidſt the ſhade ; 


When perſecution, with an iron hand, _- 

Dar'd drive the moral-menders from the land, 
Call'd players, — friendly to the wand'ring crew, 

Thine eye with tears furvey'd the mighty wrong, 
Thine open arms receiv'd the mournful throng— 
Kings without ſhirts, and queens with half a ſhoe, 


Alas! what dangers gloom'd of late around 

Monarchs and queens with halters nearly bound 
Duke, dukeling, princeſs, prince, confign'd to jail ?' 

And, what the very ſoul of pity ſhocks, 

The poor old Lear was threat ned with the ſtocks, 
Cordelia with the cart's unfceling tail. oY 


Still 
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Still cheriſh ſuch rare royalty forlorn— 


A Garrick in thy boſom may be born, 

A Siddons, too, of future fair renown : | 
For Love is not a ſqueamiſh god, they ſay ; 
As'pleas'd to ſee his * perform'd on hay, 

As on iche gooſe's ſoft 7 down. 


THE ſame impudence, egotiſm, and conceit, as in 
the firſt Ode. | 


To ur BARN. 


Y Lacedemon men attack'd, 
When Thebes, in days of yore, was ſack'd, 
And nought the fury of the troops could Hinder ; ; 
What's true, yet marv'lous to rehearſe, 
So well the common ſoldiers reliſn'd verſe, 
They ſcorn'd to burn the dwelling-houſe of Pindar. 


With awe did Alexander view 
The houſe of my great couſin, too, 

A gazing on the duilding g, thus he ſigh'de _ 
« General Parmenio, mark that houſe before yet 
„That lodging tells a melancholy ſtory : 

„There Pindar liv'd, (great bard :) and there! he 

„ died. G 

« The King of Syracuſe, all nations kiow it 
Was celebrated by this lofty poet, 

« And made immortal by his ſtrains :- 
„Ah! could I find like h a bard, to ſing me; 
Would any man, like him a poet bring me, 

I'd give him a good penſion for his pains. 


„But, ah! Parmenio, mongſt the ſons of men, 
This world will never fee his like agen; 
vc The 
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© The greateſt bard that ever breath'd is dead! 
&« General Parmenio, what think you ?*%— 
: Indeed tis true, my Liege, tis very true,“ 
Parmenio cried, and, fighing, ſhook his head. 


Then from his pocket took a knife ſo nice, 
With which he chipp'd his cheeſe and onions, 

And from a rafter cut a handſome lice, 
To make rare tooth- picks for the Macedonians ; 
Juſt like the tooth-picks which we ſee, 
At Stratford made, from Shakeſpeare's mulb'ry tree. 


What pity that the 'Squire and Knight 
Knew not to prophecy, as well as fight ; 
Then had they known the future men of metre ; 
Then had the General and the Monarch ſpied, 
In fate's fair book, our nation's equal pride, 
That very Pindar's Couſin PETER! 


Daughter of thatch, and ſtone, and mud, 
When I, no longer fleſh and blood, | 
Shall join of lyric bards ſome half a dozen; 
Meecd of high worth, and, midſt th' Elyſian plains, 

To Horace and Alcæus read my ſtrains, 
Anacreon, Sappho, and my great old Couſin ; 


On thee ſhall riſing generations ſtare, 
That come to Kingſbridge and to Dodbrook fair *: 
For ſuch thy hiſtory, and mine ſhall learn; 
Like Alexander, ſhall they ev'ry one - 
. | Heave the deep ſigh, and ſay, „Since PETER's 
gone, | bi 
„With rev'rence let us look upon his Barn,” 


Held annually at thoſe places. 
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To Taz: PUBLIC. 


ITTLE did I think, that a man of my mild and 
ceable diſpoſition, that would not hurt a cat, 
ſhould be forced out to battle: but ſuch is the audacity 
of the times O tempora ; 5 mores!) I have ventu 
forth to attack this Goliah of ode and impudence ; and 
I hope, with God's affiſtance, like little David, to cut 
off his head. I communicated with my good friend- 
Mr. William Hayley, who is a conſtant communicant to 
my Gentleman's Magazine, both in verſe and proſe, 
that is to ſay, in rhyme and criticiſm ;—whom I may 
rightly term one of the great pillars of my Gentleman's 
Magazine, which every gentleman in the kingdom, 
I hope, reads,——which, if he doth not, I, hope he will 
read, as it is not only the greateſt favourite with our 
moſt Gracious Sovereign, who is the greateſt monarch 
upon earth, —but alſo with his nobles, who are men 
of jadgment and learning ; alſo with foreign parts, 
who tranſlate it conſtantly into their language: ſo 
that, if I may be permitted to verſify the praiſe of my 
monthly publication (for, indeed, I mad own I have 


— 


a great itch for poetry), I will do it in this poetical 


diſtich: = 
|; 

My Magazine all magazines excels ; 71 

And, what's ſtill better, too, for Joux, it ſells, 


I aſked Mr. Hayley, paying him the compliment firſt, 
if he would be the champion to encounter this great 
Mr. PRrER PixnDax, To this, Mr. Hayley replied, 
after ſome heſitation, and pondering, and blowing his 
noſe in his handkerchief, that he did not much admire 
a public exhibition; that it would wear the aſpect of 
a bruiſing- match, too much like a ſet-to of Zohn/on and 

x Ff Big 
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Big Ben; but added, that J might do it, if I thought 
proper. But,” ſays my good friend, © I will pri- 
« yately attack him, under a fictitious ſignature ;'%— 
which he did, indeed, and gave the audacious fellow 
many a good thump, in verſe and proſe : but this 
was only ſmall ſhot, with deference to Mr. Hayley; 
the grand artillery was referved for me. 

Kind Reader, wilt thou permit me to ſay ſomething 
of myſelf, in ſimplicity and candour, before I go to 
work with this Caliban ? -When I firſt took the chair 
of criticiſm, I own that I trembled; for I am not 
aſhamed to confeſs, that ſo great was my ignorance, 
that when a correſpondent ſent me an account of an 
ancient coin, I did not know a ſyllable about it 
neither the meaning of rever/e, exergue, or legend but 
now, thank God, I know every thing appertaining to 
numiſmata, if I may be indulged with a Latin expreſ- 
ſion. Indeed, the legends uſed to perplex me much, 
in as much as I expoſed myſelf greatly; for I am not 
aſhamed to confeſs my ignorance, I thought that 
AUG. upon a Roman medal, meant the month in 
which it was ſtruck off; and therefore I deemed it 
Auguſt : and G. P. R. which I now know to be Genio 
Populi Romani, I verily thought to be a coin ſtruck by 
ons George Peter Richardfo, The figures of Romulus 
And Remus ſucking a ſhe-wolf, I took to be two chil- 
dren milking a cow. D. M. for Diis Manibus, I took 
to be David Martin, or Daniel Muſgrove, The half- 
word HEL. ſignifying Heliopolis, I imagined to be no 
other than the houſe of Satan. JAN. CLU. that is 
to ſay, Fanum clufit, J took to be the name of a man. 
LUD. SEC. F. I verily thought to be downright 
filthy, and bluſhed for the Romans: but, lo, 1 after- 
wards diſcovered it to be Ludos ſœculares fecit. COS. 
I thought to be Cos Lettuces, whith only meaneth 
Conſul; M. F. Mr. Ford, which meaneth Marci Filius. 
N. C. (would'ſt thou think it, Reader,) I tranſlated 
Nincompoop; when, lo, it meaneth Nobiliſimus Ce/ar. 

P. P. which ſignifieth Pater Patriæ, I thought might 
mean Peter Pounce, or Philip Pumpkin. R. P. I 
alſo thought might mean Robert Penruddock, or 
Kalph Pigwiggin, or any other name beginning with 


thoſe 
1 


N 
„„ 7 


thoſe initials : but, to, its true meaning 1 me be 
e public 


Republica, ſignifying, in Engliſh, the 
Thus ic will appear, that I am not aſhamed to con- 


feſs my error, which this enemy of mine dareth” 


not. 


tate, I actually imagined meant a Tribe of Potato 
and that the coin was ſtruck on account of a plentifu 


year of that fruit. S. P. QR. which meaneth only 
Senatus Populuſque Romanus, unwiſely, yet funnily, did 


I make out to be Sam Paddon, a Queer Rogue: for 


as much as I was informed that the Romans ftruck 
coins on every trifling occaſion. SCIP. AS; which 
ſignifieth no more than Scipio Africanus, I read literally 
Skip Aſs; but for why, I could not fay :;—ſuch was 


my ignorance, 
Many were the impoſitions upon me : 


* Roman Ladies; a piece of oxycroceum, juſt made in 


a druggiſt's ſhop, for the pitch that ſurrounded the 


body of Julius Cæſar; a large brown jordan, for a 


lacrymatory ; a broken old black ſugar-baſon, for a 


druid urn; a piece of a watchman's old lantern, for 


a Roman lamp. The wig of the famous Boerhaave 


was alſo ſent me as a curioſity; the roguery of which 


I did not diſcover till an engraving of the wig was 
nearly finiſhed, coſting me upwards of thirty ſhillings z 
— for, lo! Reader, this great man never wore a wig 
in his life, -In my Obituary, too, I made great mitſ- 
takes, from impoſition ; as I gave the deaths of many 
that were not dead, and others that never exiſted. 
Sometimes the wickedneſs of correſpondents was ſuch, 


that I have perpetuated the deaths of bull-dogs, grey-. 


| hounds, maſtiffs, ,horſes, hogs, &c. in my Obituary, 
under an idea that they were people of conſequence. 
Indeed, I have not ſtuck to the letter of my affertiow 
at the head of my Obituary, that declares it to be a 
record of conſiderable perſons; for as much as I have 
ſometimes put a ſcavenger over a Member of Parliament, 
2 pig-driver over a Biſhop, a lamp-lighter. over an Al- 
derman, and a chimney-fweeper over a Duke : but as 
was deſired by the friends of the deceaſed to do it 

Ff 2 (for 


TRIB. POT. which only meaneth Tribunitia Poteſe 


rings for 
pigs noſes were ſent me for noſe-jewels worn by the 
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(for who is not ambitious ?) and as I was paid for it 
too, (and who can withſtand a fee?) I have in ſome 
little meaſure diſgraced my journal, and forfeited my 
word, My preſent antiquarian knowledge, gratitude 
maketh me confeſs, that I owe it all to Mr. R. Gough, 


of Enfield, who ſome years ago was alſo an ignorant 


and illiterate gentleman, like myſelf ;—but, by hard 
ſtudy, hath attained to his preſent perfection, as may 
be ſeen in our Topographia SORE which is not, as 
that arch-enemy PETER Pix DAR hath aſſerted it to be, 


the idle production of a couple of fellows that want 


to make a fortune by a hiſtory of cob - walls, old cham- 
ber- pots, and ruſty nails. My friend Mr. Gongb's zeal 
for the promotion of antiquarian knowledge, cannot 
be better proved than by his running the riſk of being 
well trounced, for borrowing one of KING EDpwaRp's 
fingers, as he lay expoſed, a few years fince, in Weſt» 
minſter- Abbey; which finger, my friend, after having 
gently put it in his pocket, was, by order of the Biſhop 
of Rocheſter, who, unluckily ſeeing the deed, did, to 
the diſgrace of the ſcience, order him to be ſearched, 
and forced him to refund, Had it not been for this 
impertinent and hawk-eyed attention of the Biſhop, 
Sir Zoſeph Aylefie, and other antiquarians preſent at the 
opening of the Monarch's coffin, —fuch' was the in- 
trepidity of my antiquarian friend Gough, that he would 
tave attempted the head, inſtead of a pitiful finger, 
as he had on a large watchman's coat for the pur- 
poſe. Nor muſt I omit the zeal of my friend Sir 
Jaſepbh Baiks on the occaſion ; who, on hearing what 


was going on, and ſuſpectiag that King Edward might 


have been lodged in pickle, galloped off with a gallon 
Jug, in a hackney-coach, in order to fill it with the 
precious liquor, as a ſauce for his future Attic enter- 
tainments in Soho- ſquare: but unfortunately no pickle 
was found. 

I confeſs that an impudent fellow ſent me for n y 
Obituary the following, which was really printed ott 
(but cancelled) before I was informed, by a friend, 
of the fallacy to wit: „On Sunday night laſt died 
« Mrs. Margery Mouſer, a widow Lady, beloved in 
4% life, and lamented in death; ſhe was the only 

; daughter 


f 
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4% daughter of Reger Grimalkin, Eſquire, of Ratley.”— 
Ignorant, indeed, was I that it was an impoſition ; 
for, gentle Reader, it was a dead cat !-—Many a good 
cuſtomer have I gained by my Obituary, who Jiked 
to ſee themſelves dead in my Magazine mean their 


relations liked to ſee their deaths diſplayed in a work 


of ſo much reſpectability as mine.——But enough of 
myſelf ; and now for Maſter PETER. 

In the fullneſs of my paſſion, I at firſt ſat me down, 
and ſaid to myſelf, Facit indignatio verſus when, be- 
hold! in leſs than two hours I knocked off the fol- 
lowing Poem. Some time after, however, after a deal 
of deep thought on the ſubject, it ſtruck me that I 
might fight this poet Pxrkx againſt himſelf; make 
him, like ſome game-cocks, cut his own throat with 
his own ſpurs. Accordingly I ſet about it, and col- 
lected from every quarter his manuſcript verfes of every 
denomination; ſome written in Cornwall, others in 
Devon, others in the Weſt Indies, others in Bath, 
others in London; as alſo ſome of his Letters, par- 
ticularly thoſe to the Kine of the Mosquitots, who 
was ſent for by the Governor of Jamaica, ſoon after 
that gentleman arrived at his government. I have'alfo 
collected ſome of his obſervations, and ſayings, and 
ſpeeches :—TI may verily fay, obſervations. on men and 
manners, without any manners at all, or, in plainer 
phraſe, much ill manners. PETER muſt not complain 
of my ſhewing him no mercy by this publication, as 
he is the moſt mercileſs Mohawk that ever ſcalped. 


m—Nec lex eft' jufttor ulla 
Vam necis artifices arte perire Jud. 
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SYLVANUS URBAN. 
— — 


ODE To AFFECTATION. 


AT of the mincing mouth, and languid eye, 
And liſping tongue ſo ſoft, and head awry, 
And flutt*ring heart, of leaves of aſpin made; 
Who were thy parents, bluſhful virgin? ſay— 
Perchance DAuE FoLLy gave thee to the day, 
With GxrrER Icnorxance's aid. 
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Say, virgin, where doſt thou delight to dwell? 
With maids of honour, ſtartful virgin? tell 
For I have heard a deal of each fair Miss; 
How wicked Loxps have whifper'd wicked things 
Beneath the noſes of good queens and kings, 
And figh'd for pleaſures far beyond a kiſs! 


Great is thy delicacy, dainty maid ; 
At ſlighteſt things thy cheek with crimſon glows, 
\ Say, art thou not aſham'd, abaſh'd, afraid, 
Whene'er thou ſtealeſt forth to pluck a roſe ? 
Or haſt thou loſt, O nymph, thy pretty gall ; 
So never pluckeſt any roſe at all? 


I'm 
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I'm told, thou keepeſt not a ſingle male; 

Nothing but females, at thy board to cram ; 

That no he-lap-dog near thee wags his tail, 
Nor cat by vulgar people call'd a ram. 


I've heard, too, that if &'er, by dire miſhap, © =» 
Some raviſhers ſhould make thy fav'rites ws, 
Staring, as ſtricken by a thunder-clap, 


Thy modeſty hath kick'd them out of doors. 


'Tis ſaid, when wag-tails thou behold'ſt, and doves, 
And ſparrows, buſy with their feather'd loves ; 

Lord! thou haſt trembled at their wicked trick; 
And, ſnatching up thy bluſh-concealing fan, 
As if it were a lady and a man, | 

Haſt only peep'd upon them through the ſticks. 


And yet fo variouſly thou*rt ſaid to act, 
That I have heard it utter'd for a fact, 
That often on old Thames's ſunny banks, 2 
Where ſtriplings ſwim, with wanton pranks, ̃ 

On bladders ſome out- ſtretch'd, and ſome on corks, 
Thou ſquinting, moſt iadif rent girl art ſeen, | 
In contemplation of each youthful ſkin, 

Admiring God Almighty's handy-works, 


Prim nymph, thou art no fav'rite with the world: 
I hear the direſt curſes on thee hurl'd ! | 
Sorry am I, ſo ill thy manners ſuit : 
'Tis ſaid, that if a mouſe appear to view, 
We hear a formidable ſcreech enſue, 
As if ſome huge devouring brute ; 


And if beneath thy petticoat he run; 
Thou bellow'ſt as if thou wert undone, _ 
And kickeſt at a cow-like rate, poor ſoul ! 
When, if thou wert to be a little quiet, 
And not diſturb the nibbler by a riot, 
The mouſe would go into his proper hole, 


I've. 
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I've heard it ſworn to, nymph, that in the ſtreets, 
When running, dancing, capering at thy ſide, 
Thy Cloe other dogs ſo brazen meets, 
That, wriggling, aſk thy bitch, to be their bride ; 
Quick haſt thou caught up Cloe in thy arms, 
From violation to preſerve her charms ; 


And, bouncing wildly from the view 

Of thoſe ſame ſaucy canine crew, | 

Haſt op'd ſo loud and tunefully thy throa 
(Seeming as thou had'ſt learnt to ſcream by note), 
Loud as the Sabine girls that tried to ſcape 

The ſpeechleſs horrors of a Roman rape. 


No novels readeſt thou, O nymph, in ſight; 
And yet again I'm told, that ev'ry night, 
In ſecret, thou art much inclin'd to doat 
On rhymes that Rocheſter ſo warmly wrote. 


Oft doſt thou wonder how thy ſex, ſo ſweet, 2 
Can fellows, thoſe great two-legg*d monſters, meet, 
And ſwoon not at each Caliban; 
And wonder how thy ſex can fancy bliffes 
Contain'd within the black rough-bearded kiſſes 
Of ſuch a bear-like thing as man. | 


*Tis alſo ſaid, that if a flea at night, 

Pert rogue, hath dar'd thy luſcious lip to bite, 
Or point his ſnout into thy ſnowy breaſt, 

At once the houſe hath been alarm'd—the maids 

Call'd idle, naſty, good-for-nothing jades ; 
Who, Eve-like, ruſhing to thy room undreſt, 


Have thought ſome wicked rayiſher, ſo dread, 
On love's delicious viands to be fed, Fo: 
Had ſeiz'd thee, to obtain forbidden joys ; 
Which had he done, a moſt audacious thie ff, 
Of ev'ry maid it was the firm belief, WE 
Thou would'ſt not, nymph, have made a greater 
noife, | . . 


And 
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And yet 'tis ſaid again, O nymph ſo bright, 
Thou fleep'ſt with. John the coachman ev'ry night- 
Vile tales! invented to deſtroy thy fame; | 
For wert thou, fearful laſs, this inſtant married, 
At night thy modeſt cheek would burn with ſhame, 
Nor would'ſt thou go, but to the bed be carried: 


There, when thy Strephon ruſh'd, in white array'd, 
To claſp, with kifles ſweet, his white-ſtol'd maid, 
And riot in the luxury of charms; 
Flat as a flounder, ſeeing, hearing gone 
Mute as a fiſh, and fairly turn'd to ſtone— 
O damſel! thou would*ſt die within his arms. 


— * 


— — 


MORE impudence, with a lick at one of the Ten 
Commandments, | | 


To FORTUNE. 


H! loit'ring Fortune, thou art come too late: 
Ah! wherefore give me not thy ſmiles before, 
When all my youthful paſſions in a roar, 
Rare hunters, fearleſs leap'd each five-bar gate? 


Unknown by thee, how often did I meet 
The lovelieſt forms of nature in the ſtreet, 5 
The fair, the black, and laſting brown! 
And, whilſt their charms enraptur'd J ſurvey'd, 
This pretty legend on their lips I read 
„EKiſſes, O gentle ſhepherd, for a crown.“ 


How oft I look'd, and ſigh'd, and look'd agen, 
Upon the charms of ev'ry Phillis ! 

How wiſh'd myſelf a cock, and her a hen, 

To crop at once her roſes and her lilies ! 

Indeed, not only without paying— 

But for her liberty without once ſtaying, 


At Otaheite,” I have ſaid with tears, 
No gentleman a jail ſo horrid fears 


Fo 


* 
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% For taking liberties with laſſes: 1 
«© Soon as they heard how love in England far d, 


The glorious Otaheitans all were ſcar'd, 
; And call'd us Engliſhmen a pack of aſſes.— 


x7 

% But they, indeed, are heathens—have no ſouls 
„But ſuch as muſt be fried on burning coals. 

But I'm a Chriſtian, and abhor a rape: 
© Yet if a laſs would / her lean and fat, 

I'm not fo great an enemy to that— 

„Though chat might whelp a little kind of ſcrape ; 
& Since *tis believ'd that ſimple fornication 
« May ftep between a man and his falvation.” 


*Damn'd fortune! thus to make me groan! 
To offer now thy ſhining pieces 
For now my paſſions all are flown, 

Gone to my nephews and my nieces. 


T 0 | 
Madam SCHW—6G and Co. 
On their intended Voyace to GERMANY. 
Written in the Year 1789. 


WI wiſh you a good voyage to that ſhore 
Where all your friends are impudent and poor, 
Oblige us, Madam—don't again come over— 
To uſe a cant phraſe, we've been finely fobb'd, 
Indeed, have very dext*rouſly been robb'd— 
You've liv'd juſt eight and twenty years in clover. 


Pray let us breathe a little—be ſo good 
We cannot ſpare ſuch quantities of blood : 


At 
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At leaſt for ſome ten years, pray croſs the main; 
Then, cruel, ſhould you think upon returning, 
To put us Britons all in ſecond mourning, 


We may ſupport phlebotomy again. 


To you, and your lean gang, we owe. th” exciſe 2 
Piri cannot any other ſcheme deviſe, 

To pay the nation's debt, and fill your purſes. 
With great reſpect I here aſſure yon, Ma'am, 
Your, name our common people loudly damn ; 

Genteeler folks attack with filent curſes, | 


Madam, can you ſpeak Latin? No, not much 
I think you principally ſpew * High Dutch: 
But did you Latin underſtand (God bleſs it) 
I'd offer up the pithieſt, prettieſt line, 
Unto your avarice's ſacred ſhrine— | 
. &. Creſcit amor nummi quantum igſa pecunia creſcit,” 


The which tranſlation of this Latin line 
Is this“ Alas! that maw profound of thine 
May like the ſtomach of a whale be reckon'd ; 
« Throw into it the nation's treaſury, 
« But for a minute it will pleaſure ye; 


© That gullet would be gaping for a ſecond.? 


Madam, we wiſh you a long, long adieu 
Good riddance of the ſnuff and diamond crew! 
Your abſence, all, alone the ſtate relieves ; 
For, hungry ladies, as I'm here alive, 
A houle can'never hope to thrive, 
That harboureth a neſt of thieves. 


* The Author thinks this expreſſion, though a dirty one, more 
deſcriptive than any other of the guttural German; and therefore 
chooſes not to ſacrifice truth to a little bienſeancee 
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AN inſupportable APOLOGY for keeping NIS. 
TRESSES, and a LAUGH at that moſt reſpectable 
State MATRIMONY, a 


9D E. 


HAT I have often been in love, deep love, 
| A hundred doleful ditties plainly prove. 
By. marriage never have I been digjointed ; 
For matrimony deals prodigious blows : 
And yet for this ſame ſtormy ſtate, God knows, 
I've groan*d—and, thank my ſtars, been diſappointed. 


With love's dear paſſion will I never war: 

Let ev'ry man for ever be in love, 
E'en if he beats, in age, old Par: 

"Tis for his chilly veins a good warm glove ; 
It bids the blood with briſker motion ſtart, 
Thawing time's icicles around his heart, 


Wedlock's a ſaucy, ſad, familiar ſtate, 
Where folks are very apt to ſcold and hate: 
Love keeps a modeſt diſtance, is divine, 
Obliging, and ſays ev'ry thing that's fine. 


Love writes ſweet ſonnets, deals in tender matter : 
Marriage, in epigram ſo keen, and ſatire, 
Love ſeeketh always to oblige the fair; 
Full of kind wiſhes, and exalted hope : 
Marriage deſires to ſee her in the air, 
_ Suſpended, at the bottom of a rope. 


Love wiſhes, in the vale, or on the down, 
To give his dear, dear idol a green gown : | 
Marriage, the brute, ſo ſnapniſh and ill bred, 
Can kick his ſighing turtle out or dea; 
Turns bluffly from the charms that taſte adores, 
Then pulls his night-cap o'er his eyes, and ſnores, 
| Wedlocx 
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ook, at firſt, indeed, is vaſtly pleaſant 254 iT 
A very ſh bird, a fine cock-pheaſ; $1 note br 5 
By time it c e lee U u 
Sometimes a cuckow, oft ner a qu n il boA 
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Wedlock's a Jock, hawever large and thick, 
Which ev ry raſcal has a key to * eps 


O love! for Heav'n's ſake, never leave * e 
No! thou and I will never, never F 

Go, wedlock, to the men of leaden brains, 
Who hate variety, and _ for chains. 
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A þare-faced Apolett| — ani A boni ing Wilke. 


To CHLOE. 
. gory forging int the Cty 


HLOE, we muſt not always bl in hekv'n, 
For ever toyin __ kiſhng, billing, 
The joys for which I thouſands woul have 80 0 J 
Will preſently be ſcarcely worth a ſhilling. _ 


Thy neck is fairer than the Alp hes ſnows, e 
And, ſweetly ſwelling, beats "the down of doves ; 12 . 
'Thy cheek of health, a rival to the roſe; _ 
Thy pouting lips, the throne of all the Loves; 
Yet, though thus beautiful beyond expreffion, 


boy | 


That beauty fadeth by too much Pu: ne 
Economy in love is peace to natur. 
Much like economy in worldly matter: 


We ſhould be prudent, never live too faſt: 
Profuſion will not, cannot U lat. 


Lovers are reall ſpendthrifts— tis a ſhame— | 
Nothing their thoughtleſs, wild career can tare, | 
72 8g Till 
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Till pen'ry ſtares them in the face; 

And when they find an empty purſe, - © 
Grown calmer, wiſer, how the fault they curſe, * 
And, limping, look with ſuch a ſneaking grace! 
ob's war-horſe fierce, his neck with thunder hung, 

Sunk to a humble hack that carries dung. 
Smell to the queen of flowers, the fragrant roſe - 
Smell twenty times —and then, my dear, thy noſe 
Will tel] thee (not ſo much for ſcent athirſt) 

The twentieth drank leſs flavour than the ex. 


Love, doubtleſs, is the ſweeteſt of all fellows ; 
Yet often ſhould the little god retire— 

Abſence, dear Chloe, is a pair of bellows, 
That keeps alive the ſacred fire, 


5 4 Ws £7 = 85g W's 4 
In the fame impudently ironical ſtyle. 


NYMPH with all the luxury of ſkin, 
'Pea-bloom breath, and dimpled chin, 
_ Roſe cheek, and eyes that beat the blackeſt Noe ; ' 
With flaxen ringlets thy ſoft boſom ſhading, 
So white, fo plump, ſo luſciouſly-perſuading ; * 
And lips that none but mouths of cherubs know! 


Oh, leering, lure me not to Charlotte-ſtreet, 
That too, too fair, ſeducing form to, meet: 
Warm, unattir'd, and breathing rich delight ; 
Where thou wilt practiſe ev'ry roguiſn art, 
To bid my ſpirits all unbridled ſtart, | 
Kun off with me full tilt, and ſteal my fight, 
Then ſhall I trembling fall, for want of grace, 
And die perhaps upon my face ! Na 


Ah! ceaſe to turn, and leer, and ſmile, 
My too imprudent ſenſes to beguile! 
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Ah! keep that leg ſo taper from me, 
Ah! form'd to foil a Phidias's art; 


So much unlike that leg in-ev'ry part 
By me abhorr'd and 1 2 e 


In vain I turn around to run away: © 
Thine eyes, thoſe baſiliſks, command my ſtay ; 
Whilſt through its gauze thy ſnowy boſom peeping, 

Seems to that rogue interpreter, /my eye, 
To heave a ſoft, deſponding, tender ſign 
Like goſſamer, my thoughts of goodneſs ſweeping. 
Pity my dear religion's dread debility, © 
And hide thoſe orbs of ſweet inflammability !—- 
Abound, I ſay, abound in grace, my feet, 
And do not follow her to Charlotte-ſtreet, _ ©! 


Alas! alas! you have no 22 in 

But wiſh to carry off poor ſtruggling mne 7 

Fes, the wild bed of beauty with to ſeek !— 9H 

Yet, if you do—to make your two hearts ake, + 

A ſweet, a ſweet revenge I mean to take ; 
For, curſe me, if you ſhall not ſtay a week. 


But let me not thus pond'ring, gaping, ſtand== _ 
But, lo, I am not at my own command 
Bed, boſom, kiſs, embraces, ſtorm my brains, 
And, lawleſs tyrants, bind my will in chains. 
O lovely laſs! too pow'rful are thy charms, 21 5¹ 
And faſcination dwells within thy arms. 


The paſſions join the fierce inyading hoſt, 
And I and-virtue'are-o%erwhelm'd · and 1 
Paſſions that in a martingal ſhould move; 
Wild horſes, looſen'd by the hands of Love. ' 
CE IO. | © 4x 4 ne 


* " — 
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I'm off—alas! unworthy to be ſeen— 
The bard, and yizrtve a poor captive queen | -  -. -- 
O Lats, ſhould our deeds to Au amount, 
Juſt Heav'n will place them all to thy account. 
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The following aal on the Death of Lady Mot 
E 7s favourite Pig Capid, is verily — by 
—_— in the annals of 1 impertinence. 


A 
CONSOLATORY STANZA 


Jai (orb; 10 | 
Lady MOUNT E———, 
— 75 cute ON THE 


DEATH ef ber Pig CUP1D. 


O DRY that tear, ſo round and big, 0 
Nor waſte in ſighs — — precious wind * * 910 
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me ewo days aſter my publication of my Alleen Eli- 
zabeth's Progrefſec, one of which is now wal in 
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Me. 4 NICHOLS, 


JE 22; 
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Hiſtory of th: Pro ogreſes of Queen Elizabeth. 


Joy! though it aſks no ſubtilty of brain 
To w Query Brss's a through the 
and, - 
Excuſe the freedom, if I dare maintain | 
The theme too high for thee to take in hand, 


"x us. 


On 
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On vanity's damn'd rock what thouſands ſplit ! 

Thou ſhould'ſt have labour'd on ſome humbler mat- 
ter | 


On ſomewhat on a level with thy wit 
For inſtance—when Her Majeſty made w. 
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HILST poets pour their happieſt lays, 

And call thee wy thing divine 

Not quite ſo laviſh in thy praiſc.. 
To cenſure be the province mine. 


Though born with talents to ſurpriſe, 

Thou ſeldom doft thofepow*rs diſplay : 

Thus ſeem they trifling in thy eyes: 
Thus Heav'n's beſt gifts are thrown away. 


Though rich in charms, thou know'ſ it not; 

_ Such is thine ignorance profound ;, . , 

And then ſuch cruelty thy lot, 
Thy ſweeteſt {mile inflicts a wound. 


1 8 
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To FORTUNE. 


ES, Fortune, I have fought thee long, 
Invok'd thee oft, in proſe and fong ; 
Through half Old England woo'd thee : 
Through ſeas of danger, Indian lands 
Through Afric's howling, burning ſands : 
But, ah! in vain purſued thee ! 


Now, Fortune, thou would'ſt fain be kind; 
And now I'll plainly ſpeak my mind | 
I care not ſtraws about thee :; | 
For Delia's hand alone I toil'd; _ | 
Unbrib'd by wealth, the nymph has ſmil'd ; 
And bliſs is ours without thee, 
8 g 3 N“ 
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To C H LO E. 
HLOE, a thouſand charms are thine, 
That give my heart the conſtant figh ! 
Ah! wherefore let thy poet pine, 
Who can'ſt with eaſe his wants ſupply ? 


Oh, haſte, thy charity difplay z 1. 2 


—— 


With little I'll contented be: 17, VI 
The kiſſes which thou throw'ſ away 
Upon thy dog, will do for ae. 

$63 C3147 7% 1 Ih 
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I CANNOT, however, conclude this Firſt Part of 
" Mr. PzTzx's. lucubrations, without a ſevere repre- 
henfion of his want. of loyalty, as well as want of 
reſpect, for that firſt of courts ST. James's; and, 
moreover, to. prove'that diſloyalty and diſreſpect, 
I give the following Ode, which he, with all his 
impudence, dares not deny that he wrote. I ſup- 
poſe it was written in the laſt reign, fince it is im- 
poſſible that it ſhould be in the preſent. 


* 


To a 
FRIEND in DISGRACE. 


0 then, thy $0v REIGN turns away his face ! | 
Thank God, with all thy ſoul, for the diſgrace. 


This inſtant down upon thy knee, 
And idolize the man who makes thee free ; 
No more endeavour FOLLY's hand to kiſs : 
At firſt I look'd with pity on thy ſlate ; 
But now. I humbly. thank the foot of fate,, 
- 'That kindly kicks thee into bliſs. 


* 1 4 | FP * 
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Tue been diſgrac'd, too—felt a monarch's frown, 
And conſequently quitted town :— | | 
But have my fields retus'd their ſmiles ſo ſweet ? 
Say, have my birds grown fulky,” with the x1xG ? | 
My thruſhes, linnets, larks, refus d to fing ? © | 
My winding brooks ta prattle at my feet ? 


No! no ſuch matter !--Each unclouded day 
On dove-like pinions gaily glides away: 
In ſhort, all nature ſeems diſpos'd to pleaſe— 
Then prithee quit thy qualms, look up and laugh, 
The rural pleaſures let usTargely quaff, 
And make our cong# to the gods of caſe. 


4 day, ſhall naTvxe's fimple voice = 

ur walks and rides of health rejoice, - "_ 

Far from an empty court where tumult howls z' *- | 
And ſhould at night, by chance, an hour 
Be with ennui inclin'd to low'r, 

We'll go and liſten. to the owls ;. -.. 

Birds from whoſe throats tis ſaid that wi/dom ſpringouts-..,,- 


How very diff cent from the throats of kings! 


* 
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SIR JOSEPH BANKS 
| dies ola 425 T VE get | 
EMPEROR oo» MOROCCO. 
| A TALE * 


| Non omnia poſſumus amn. Mp Wy, + 
One intellect not all things comprehends: 
e genius form'd for weeds, and grubs, and flies, 
Can't have for ever at its finger ends - | 
What's doing ev'ry moment in the ſkies, 


Rom . ae ea — oats. ac 


" PROEMIUM. 
PETRUS LOAUIT UR. 


Grew members loſt to manners, growl ; 
Call poor Sir Joſeph aſs, and owl; 

Nay, oft with coarſer epithets revile ; 
Though pitying much his pigmy merit, 
Let me diſplay a Chriſtian ſpirit, 

And try to lift a lame dog o'er a ſtyle. 


Though not, like Erſkine, in the law a giant, 
I muſt take up the cudgels for my client. 


Know by theſe preſents, then, ye noiſy crew, 
Who at his bluſhing honours * look ſo blue, 


V Bluſhing bonours—the Author undoubtedly means the epithet 


Wers to be underſtood as ſygonimous with blooming, and not in 
a {atyrical ſenſe ; God forbid that the friend of Sir Joſeph ſhould 


mean otherawiſe ! . 
© 4 That 
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That though Sir Joſeph is not deep — 
And though, as all the world well knows, 
A — might with perfect eaſe encloſe 

Three quarters of his ſenſe, and all his — 
Whoſe modeſt wiſdom, therefore, never aims 
To find the longitude, or burn the TOs: : 


Yet, as to things he ſets himſelf about, 
With tooth and nail, like Hercules, fo ſtout, 
He labours for A wiſh, no matter what; 12 þ 
I can't ſay that Sir Joſeph, lions kills, F% 
Hugs giants, or the blood of hydras ſpills ; * 
But then moſt manfully he eats a bat, 
Eats toads, or tough, or tender, old, or = 
As in the ſweeteſt ſtrains the muſe hath. 
Fit with the hugeſt Hottentot to cope, 
Who dines on raw fleſh at the Cape of Hope. 


Bleſt with 2 phi he bids the members trembie! 
| To death-like filence turns the direſt din; oe o 
And where ſo many ſavages aſſemble , 


Like hounds, they want a proper whipper- ne 


4 
Dare members „2 ſet of Ae Goth 
Whilſt Bladen d a chapter upon Kotha * EA pl 
Down goes the hammer, or d with thunder! 
— ſpring the ſnorers, half without their wigs, 
9 grave, and ſmock- fac d prigs, nr! 
th ell · wide jaws diſplaying figns of w wonder. 1+ |. 


Lo! perſeverance is the ſoul of action! 
And wks proper to oppoſe. a faction; 
Therefore he fits with wonderful propriety, 
The Monro of a mad ſociety : | 
And that he is both brave and perſevering, i 
Witneſs the following ſtory, well worth bearing. ” 


See Peter's Prophecy. 1 


I Frequently, indeed, are the members ſent to the land of ſha- , 
dows, by the ſociety's ſomniferous papers; affiſted, in a great 


meaſure, in their voyage, by! the Fo $ mm anger of comms 
municating the — N 
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EMPEROR. OF MOROCCO. 


1 in butterflies profound, FR 
Of whom all inſect- mongers ſing the praiſes, 
Went on a day to catch this game renown'd, | 
On vi'lets, dung-hills, nettle-tops, and daiſies ! 
But firſt (ſo pious is Sir Joſe h's nature) F 


He thus addrefs'd 1 butt 's Creator, 


' 
+4 


Taz. VIRTUOSO! PRAYER. 5 


O THOU, whoſe wiſdom plann'd the ck 
And form'd the wings of butte 

Attend my humble prayer! 

Like Egypt, as in days of yore, 

Let earth with flies be cover d r 
And darken'd all the air. 20 


This, Lord, would be the det 4 | 505 dk 
Then might thy ſervant pick and chuſe, 

From | hn a glorious heap : ; 
Forth to the world I'd boldly ru, ' 
Put all muſæums to the bluſh, _ "OY | 
And hold them all dog- cheap. 


Pharaoh had not one grain of "PV uf 
The flies on him en ion to waſte, 
Nay, met with ſtrong objection; 

But had thy ſervant, Lord, been there, 

I ſhould have made, or much I err, 

A wonderful collection! 


O Lord! if not my metry fails, |. 
Thou once did'ſt rain on people — 


\ 


Agaia 
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Again the world furprize ;- 3 
And ſtead of ſuch a trifling bird, 
Rain on thy ſervant Joſe; hy Lord, 

Show'rs of rare butt * 


Since monſters are my * delight, 

With monſters charm thy ſervant's light, 
Turn feathers into bale : | 

Make legs where legs were never ſeen, 

And eyes, - no bigger than a pin, | 
As broad as ſaucers ſtare, 


The reptiles that are born with claws, 
O! let thy 'r ſupply with Why 
Adorn'd Lan . nails; 2 
In value more to make them riſe... 
Tran * from all their heads, their eyes, | 
place them in their tails, - 


And if thou wiſely would'ſt contrive 
To make me butterflies alive 
To fly without a head fat a NY 
To ſkim the hedges and the fields, - . | 
Nay, eat the meat thy bounty n 3 
Such WORN were indeed! 


Blagden ſhould them at our r meeti 
Members wou Fiery around me greetil * $.; 
The journals ſwell with thanks; | 

And more to ma their fame, 
Thoſe headleſs flies ſhould have a name 
My name ir Joſeph Banks! 


* 


THUS having 6niſh'd, forth Sir Joſeph hies, 


4 in his heart, and eagles i in his eyes ! ; 
Fuſt like a pointer, quart'ring well his ground, 


He nimbly trots the field around ! 
At len - to bleſs his hunting ambulation, 
Up = 


a native of the fuer ring nation. | 
Broad 


(3 _ 
Broad ſtar d Sir Joſeph as if ſtruck by thunder 
(For much, indeed, are eyes enlarg d by wonder); 
When from a dab of dung, or /ome /uch thing, 
An Emp'ror of Morocco rear d his wing g 


Not Archimedes, tis my firm belief 
More bleſt, cried ( Eureka, I've nabb'd the thief; 
Nor hunters, when a hare, to ſhyn foul pla, 
Steals from his ſeat ſo fly, cry “ Stole away? ? 
Nor ſtale old nymphs, by raging virtue ſway d, 
Roar on a frail one, Kill the wicked jade: 


Than roar'd Sir Joſeph on the verdant ſod, 


1% Morocco's Emp'ror, by the living God 1. 10 3 


Not with more joy, nor rapture-fpeaking lokkæx 
The little pond? x Dr Don. 5 004 
Eyes a nice 111, freſh launch'd upon the town; 
Nor with more pleaſure Cupid's truſty crimp, | 
By mouths of vulgar people nam'd a pimp: 

Stares on his virtuous fee, a crown: 

Nor king's- place nymphs, on greenhorns in their pow'r, 
Who (ſhameleſs raſcals, wanting not a wife) 

Hire love, like hackney-coaches, by the hour, 
Damning the love ſo true that laſts for life; 

Nor wither' d WI Dsox on the fimple maid, 

From ſcenes of rural innocence betray d; 
Forc'd to diſpoſe of nature's ſweeteſt charms; - 

Doom'd for a meal to fink a beauteous wreck : 

To lend to man ſhe loathes, her lip, 'her neck, 
And, weeping, act the wanton in his arms; 

Than did the hero of my ſong, © 

Survey the Emp'ror as he mov'd along. 


Not with more glee a hen-peck'd huſband ſpies 
Death ſhutting up his wife's two cat-like eyes, 
Accuſtom'd on him oft and fierce to roll; 
Juſt like a galley-ſlave,' poor fellow, treated, 
Or thoſe poor Engliſn at Calcutta ſweated, 
Stuff 'd in the old black hale: 1 nie 


And yet, a neater ſimile to uſe, 


Not with more. true delight a loyer views 
50 7 9 The 
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The bluſhing orient leading on the day 
That gives a blooming partner to his arms, 
In virtues rich, and rich in youthful charms, 
To bid the hours with rapture glide away : 


Sad anxious ſwain, who now in bed, now out, | 
Toſs'd, like the ſea, with thundering thoughts about; 
- Curling with hearty pray'rs the lingering night: 
Now trying hard to ſleep away the time; | 
Now ſtaring on the dark, like bards for rhyme, 

To catch the ſmalleſt glimpſe of light. 
Afraid that Phœbus means foul play, 

And, bent to ſpite him, lie a-bed all day: 


And, boni fide, not of rapture fuller, : 

Thurlow, the ſeal and royal conſcience keeper, 
Sees his prime fav'rite, Mr. Juſtice Buller, 

High thron'd #: chancery, grieve the poor Sir Pepper, 
Than did the preſident ſo keen eſpy 

| The butterfly ! | 


Lightly with winnowing wing, amid the land, 
His Mooriſh Majeſty 1n circles flew ! 

With ſturdy ſtriding legs, and out-ſtretch'd hand, 
The virtuoſo did his prey purſue. 


He ſtrikes—he miſſes—ſtrikes again—he grins, 
And ſees in thought the monarch fix'd with pins; 
Sees him on paper giving up the ghoſt, 
Nail'd, like a hawk or martyr, to a poſt. 


Oft fell Sir Joſeph on the ſlipp'ry plain, 
Like ant A omar to all = ; 
The Emp'ror ſmiling, ſported on before: 
Like Phoebus, courſing Daphne, was the chace, 
But not ſo was the meaning of the race, 
Sir Joſeph ran to kill, not kiſs the Moox ; 


To hold him pris'ner in a glaſs for ſhow, 

Like Tamerlane (redoubtable his rage)» 
Who _ poor Bajazet, his vanquiſh'd foe, 

Juſt like an owl or magpye in a cage. : 
H h Again 
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Again to earth Sir Joſeph fell ſo flat, 
lat as the flatteſt of the flounder race! 

Down with Sir Joſeph dropp'd his three · cock hat, 
Moſt nobly ſharing in his friend's diſgrace. 
Again he ſprings, with hope and ardour pale, 
And blowing like the fiſh'baptiz'd a whale; © 


Darting his arms now here, now there, ſo wild, 
With all the eager raptures of a child, | 
Who with broad anxious eye a bauble views, 
And, capering legs and hands, the toy purſues. 
A countryman, who, from a lane, 2 
Had mark'd Sir Joſeph running, tumbling, ſweating, 
Stretc's?g bis hands and arms, like one inſane, | 
And with thofe arms the air around him beating, 
To no particular opinion leaning, 
Of ſuch manceuvring could not gueſs the meaning. 


At length, the Preſident, all foam and muck, 
Quite out of breath, and out of luck, 

Purſued the flying monarch to the place 

Where ſtood this countryman, with marv'ling face. 


Now through the hedge, exactly like a horſe, 
Wild plung'd the preſident with all his force, 

His brow in ſweat, his foul in perturbation, 
Mindleſs of trees, and buſhes, and the brambles, 
Head over heels into the lane he ſcrambles, 

Where Hob ſtood loſt in wide-mouth'd ſpeculation ! 


« Speak,” roar'd the preſident, * this inſtant—ſay, 
«« Halſt ſeen, haſt ſeen, my lad, this way 

© The Emp'ror of Morocco paſs ?”—— 
Hob to the inſect- hunter nought replied, 


But ſhook his head, and ſympathizing igh'd, | 


„% Alas! 
& Poor gentleman, I'm forry for ye, 
In 


« And pity much your vpper flory : 


Lo! down the lane alert the Emp'ror flew, 


And ſtruck once more Sir Joſeph's hawk-like view : 
3 And 


| 
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And now he mounted o'er a. garden-wall ! 
In raft'd Sir Joſeph at the garden door, > 
Knock'd down the-gard'ner—what could man do more, 
And left him as he choſe to riſe, or ſpraul. 1 
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O'er peerleſs hyacjaths our hero rufli d, 
Through tulips and anemonies he puſh'd, 
Breaking a hundred necks at ev'ry ſpring : r 
On bright carnations, bluſhing on their A 
With deſp' rate hoof he trod, and mow'd down ranks, 
Such vaſt ambition urg'd to feize the king? © 


a 
4 


1 N 
Bell glaſſes, all fo thick, were tumbled o der, 
And lo! the eries, fo; thrill, of many a ſcore, 

A ſad and fatal ſtroke oolaim'd': 2 
The ſcarecrow, all fo red, was overturn'd, LOS 
His vaniſh'd hat, and wig, and head, he dis; ! 

"And much, indeed, the man of ſtraw was maln 


Je guardian of the facrd ſpat, PI; od 
ith face ſo fierce, and pointed gun, | | 
Who threat'ned all the birds with ſliot, n T 


To kill of ſparrows evry mother's fon = 1 5411 
Fierce as thoſe ſcarlet miniſters of fate, 


The warlike guardians of St. James's gate? 


Vet not content with feats like theſe, 

He tumbled o'er a hive of bees 

Out ruſh'd the hoſt, and wonder'd from their MS i 
What dev'l dar'd. daſh their houſe about their polls. 


Like Louis “, whoſe ferce heart was ſuch, 
As made him, like a football, kick the Dutch! ! 


But ſoon the ſmall, heroic, injur'd nation 
Deſcried the author of their obligation 5 

And, to repay it, round him ruſh'd the ſwarm; - 
Prodigious was the buz about his ears! 
With all their venom did they puſh their ſpears, 

But lo! they work'd him not one grain of harm £. 
Yet did no god nor godling intervene, 

By wy of ſcreen! 


* Louis XIV. 
Hh 2 The 
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The hap Py y head their pointed ſpears defied, 4 
Strong, Jike old Homer's ſhields, in tough bull hide, 
And braſs well temper'd, to ſupport the * — 
The bees their diſappointed vengeance mourn'd, 

And from their fierce attack, fatigu'd, return d, 
Believing they had ſtorm ' d a barber's block. 


What was thought death and tortures by the clan, 
Was only tickling the great man 

Thus round big Ajax rag'd the Trojan hoſt, 

Who might as well, indeed, have drubb'd a poſt, 


The gard'ner now for juſt revenge u ſprung, 
O'erwhelm'd with wonderment and dung, 
And fierce in his turn purſu'd the knight! 
From bed to bed, full tilt the champions rac'd, 
This chac'd the knight, the knight the emp” 'ror 
chac'd, 
Who ſcal'd the walls, alas! and vaniſh'd out of 
fight ; 
To find the Empreſs, p haps, and: tell — Grace 
The merry: 1 of the chace. 


At length, the Wed wer ſwell'd with rage and: * 
O'ertaking, graſps Sir Joſeph by the collar, 
And bleſt with fav'rite oaths, abundance ow? rs — 


„Villain,“ he cried, ( beyond example! 


« Juſt like a cart- horſe on my beds to trample, 4 

& More than your ſoul is worth, to kill my flow'rs ! 
« See how your two vile hoofs have made a wreck— 
„Look, raſcal, at each beauty” s broken necx ! 


Mindleſs of humbled flow*rs, ſo freely kill'd, 
Although ſuperior to his foul declar'd, 
And — blood profuſely ſpill'd, 
rior, too, to all reward: * 
Mindick of all the gard'ner's plaintive ſtrains, 
The Emp'ror's form monopoliz'd his brains. 


At length he ſpoke, in ſad deſpairing tones, 
„Gone! by the God that made me !—D-mn his 
«© bones! 


« O Lord! 
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& O Lord! no diſappointment mine ſurpaſſes. 
«© Poh! what are paltry flowers and broken pales, 


& A tumbled ſcarecrow, bees, the idle whim * 
* Zounds! what a ſet of miſcreants to im 


-. 


© Gone is my ſoul's deſire, for ever gone!“ 
© Who's gone, the gard'ner ſtraight replied 
„The Emp'ror, Sir,” with tears, Sir Joſeph cried- 
„The Emp'ror of Morocco—thought my * 
« To unknown fields behold the monarch fly !— 
„ Zounds! not to catch him, what an aſs was I!“ 


His eyes the gard'ner, full of horror, ſtretch'd ; 

And then a groan, a monſtrous groan he fetch'd. 
Contemplating around his ruin'd wares ; 

And now he let Sir Joſeph's collar go; 

And now he bray'd aloud with bittereſt woe, 

„Mad, madder than the maddeſt of March hares ! 


„% A p-x confound the fellow's Bedlam 2 
„ Oh! he hath done the work of fifty pigs ! 
„The dev'l take his keeper, a damn d gooſe, 
6 Too letting his wild beaſt get looſe!” 


But now the gard'ner, terrified, began 
To think himſelf too near a man 
In ſo Peg-Nicholſon a fituation ; 
And, happy from a madman to eſcape, - Fo 
He left him without bow, or nod, or ſcrape,  ., 
Like JEREMIAH midſt his Lamentatio. ** 
Such is the tale —if readers ſigh for more, 
Sir | n var holdeth many > ſcore. 
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So little, Cæſar's humour claims my. care, 
I know not if the Man be black or fair. 


— — 


WIVI0O ſhall reſume St. James's fife, 
And call ideal virtues into life ? 
On tiptoe gaping, lo, I ſtand, _ 
To fee the future Laureat of the land! 


Dread rivals, ſplaſhing through the dirty road, 
With thund'ring ſpecimens of ode, | 
The lyric bundles on each poet's back, 

Intent to gain the ſtipend and the ſack, 

See Mason, HaYLEy, to the palace ſcamper, 
Like porters fweating underneath a hamper! 
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And fee the hacks of Nichols“ magazine 
Rufn, loyal, to berhyme a King and Queen; 
And ſee, full ſpeed, to get the tuneful job, 


The bellman's heart, with hopes of vict'ry, throb. 


O thou, whate*er thy name, thy trade, thy art, 

Who from obſcurity art doom'd to ſtart, / 

Call'd, by. the royal mandate, to proclaim 

To diftant realms a monarch's feeble fame 1 
or 


| 1 386 1 
For fame of kings, like cripples in the e | 
Demands a crutch to move ao. | 


Whoe'er thou art, that winn'ſt the envied prize, 
O, if for royal. ſmile thy boſom ſighs, 

Of pig-economy exalt the praiſe ;j— 

O, flatter ſheep and bullocks in thy lays ! 

To ſaving wiſdom boldly ſtrike the ſtrings, 

And Guſtify d the grazier-trade 1 in kings. 
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Deſcant on ducks, and geeſe, and cocks, and hens, 
Hay-ſtacks, and dairies, cow-houſes, and pens; 
Deſcant on dung-hills, every ſort of kine, 
And in the RW article of wine; 3 1 


Inform us, withour loſs, to _— | 
The ſtomach of a feeding cali, or cow; 
And tell us, economic, bow 4 10 
To ſteal a dinner from a fatt'nin 
And, bard, to make us ſtill more b RE: declare 
How hogs and bullocks may grow fat on air. 


Sing how the King of Naples ſells his fiſh, 

And from his ſtomach cribs the daintieſt dim; : 

Sing, to his ſubjects, how he ſells his game, 
2 for dying rich, the monarch's flame: 


Sing of th economy of German quality, 

Emp'rors, electors, dead to hoſpitality; 

Margraves, and miſerable dukes, 

Who . their objects, and who bare their 
coo 

Such be the burthen of thy birth-day fong, | 

And, lo, our court will liſten 2 long- 


Ton prov'd unequal to the lente place; 

He warbled with an Attic grace: 

The language was not underſtood-at court, 
Where bow and curt/fey, grin and ſhrug, reſort 3 
Sorrow for ſickneſs, joy for health, ſo civil; 

And love, that wind each other to the dev'l! 


Tots 


= 
| 
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Ton was a ſcholar—lucklefs wight! _ 5 
Lodg'd with old manners in a muſty college: 
He knew not that a palace hated knowledge, 
And deem'd it pedantry to ſpell and write. 
Tom heard of royal libraries, indeed, 
And weakly fancied that the books Were ones 


a OE gn np 
> — 
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He knew not chat an author 8 thinks: | Fy 
Was, at a palace, — rr og = | 
That what to notice gave a book pretence, 


Was folely paper, print, and binding ! 


Some folks had never known, with all their wit, 
Old Pix pAx's name, nor occupation, 

Had not 7 ſtarted forth —a lucky hit, 
And prov'd myſelf the Theban bard's relation. 


ae I its T ee. ee 
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The names of Daunmomp, "rang and Hoars, 
Though ſtrangers to Apollo's tuneful ear, | 
Are diſcords that the palace-folks adore, 
Sweet as ſincerity, as honour dear! 


The name of Homer, none are found to know . 
So much the banker ſoars beyond the Poet; 3 N 

For courts prefer, ſo clafleall) weak, 

A guinea's muſic to the noiſe * Greek. 

Menin acide Thea, empty ſounds, | 
How mean to- Pay the bearer fifty pounds 3 


Angels, and miniſters of grace, what's here! _ 
See ſuppliant Sar'sB'R to the bard appear! 
He fighs—upon his knuckles he is down! 


His Lordſhip begs I'll take the port's crown. 


Avaunt, my Cord 1--—Solicitation, fly 1 
I'll not be Zany to a king, not I: 
I'll be no monarch's humble thruſh, 

To whiſtle from the laurel buſh ; 

Or, rather, a tame owl, to hoot 1 of 
Wheneer it hall my maſters ſuit, 


I have no datt'ries cut and n a n 
For royal qualities, ſo apt to tarniſh, | 
R Expos'd 
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Expos'd a little to the biting air: 9 5 
I've got a ſoul, and ſo no lies to ſpare. 
Beſides, too proud to ſing for hire, 
J ſcorn to touch a venal Aire. . 


Avaunt, ye ſceptred vulgar—purpled, erm, 
The muſe ſhall make no mummies, I'm determin d. 
World, call her proſtitute, bawd, dirty b=—, 
If meanly once ſhe deals in ſpice and pitch; 
And ſaves a carcaſe, by its lyric balm, 

80 PONY which the very" worms muſt damn. 


Again to thee I turn, from dear ee ; 
To thee, ambitious-of-the ſack-poſſeſſion! 
O thou, the future laureat, yet unknown, 
The nightingale or , Magpie of a throne ! 
Reveal the ſituation of thy brain. 
Or clear, or muddy is its fountain? 
Of molehills can it make a mountain, 
So ſtrong the _ of its wizard ſtrain ? 


Laureats ſhould boaſt a buſhel of invention, 

Or yield up all poetical pretenſion— "0 
Lo, flatt'ries form a, monarch's firſt delights ! 

A ſolar microſco cope the bard ſhould be, | 

That to a camel's ſize can ſwell a fle, 
And give the pit G, e. ioc 
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Y ſoul FART? a loftier wing; 
I'm chang'd, I feel myſelf a fines” | 
I'm ſceptred—on my head the crown deſcends ! .. 
To purple turn'd my coat of parſon's grey, 
Now let my majeſty itſelf diſplay, 
1 ſhew that kings and glory may be friends. 
* 2 - : Ye, 
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Yet, though I feel myſelf a king, wy 
I hope, untainting, that the crown deſcemls— 1 
Not on my people's ſhoulders bids me fpriag,z; | .'/ 
And cry, forgetful of myſelf and friends { 
« Blood of the gods within my veins I find 
4% Not the mean puddle of that mob, mankind.” 


Low at my feet the ſpaniel-courtiers cow'r; | 

Curl, wheedle, whine, paw, lick my ſhoe, for pow'r 3 
Prepar'd for ev'ry inſult, ſervile trag, 
To take a kicking, and to fawn again! % 


Off, PiTT and GRENVIILE !—you are not yet men 
Go, children, to your leading-ſtrings agen, 
Make not a hobby-horſe of this fair ile. :— 
Yet, were no danger in the childiſh ſway, 
A kingdom might permit a baby*s play, 
Off, then !—once more open your letters looks 6 4 
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— 
_— 


Then blaſt me, Hiiiingy, when, fo cvlaty cri,” 
1 to pomatum facrt the jewel, SH een en 


Rouge, pigtail, and a pair of gloves. 


Of, J-— ! fome dæmon did create thee : 

Oh, form'd to fawn, to kneel, to lie, to flatter ! 
« Perdition catch my foul, but I do hate thee ! 

& And when J hate thee not, I war with nature, 
Such reptiles dare not *midſt my radiance ſport— 
Curs'd be ſuch ſnakes, that crawl about a court. 
Diſgrace not, ſimp'ring ſycophants, my throne - 
E-—, and pigmy V——r, be gone! 

B, thou ſtinkeſt! —weazel, polecat, fly ! 

Thy manners ſhock, thy form offends my eye. 
As for thy principles—they*re gone long fincen. 
Loſt, when a poar dclerter Srom thy PRINCE; © 
17 


— t, avaunt! 
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, avaunt —thou'rt cowardly and mean; 


Thy foul is fable, and thy hands unclean. 
Yet, to minutiæ to deſcend, what need? 
Enough, that thou art one of Charles's breed. 


Out with that Sar's puny !—Dvuw as, avaunt! 


Of, water-gruel Wes rMWoR TAD, and Læxps! 


You, verily, are not the men I want 
My bounty no ſuch folly feeds. 


Off, Hax count! who wonldft ſtarve my Kine, 
Or make them, poor lean devils, dine 

On vile horſe- cheſnuts— tis a curſed meal - 
Inſtead of turnips, corn, and ha: 
Thou ſhalt not, by this avaricious way, 

Into my royal favour ſteal. ps 


4 


- 


1 
4 


Of, Ux RAID !—LEeps, too, once more get along! 


You ſhall not be lord-prefidents of ſong; 
You throw poor St. Cecilia into fits: 

You've cars, but verily they do not hear, 

Juſt as you've tongues that cannot ſpeak, I fear; 
And brains. that want their complement of wits, 


Off, WarsIwenan !—thou putt'ſt me in a ſweat; 
I hate a jack-m-office martinet— 

For ever ſomething moff important brewing z 

For ever buſy, buſy, nothing doing. 


Thou plague of poſt-office, the teazer, fretter ; 
Informing clerks the way to ſeal a letter ; 
Who, full of wiſdom, hold'ſt thyfelf the broom, 
Inſtructing Suſan how to ſweep the room; 
The letter-man, to hold his bag! 
The mail-guard, (ſunk in ignorance forlorn !) 
To load his blunderbuſs, and blow his horn; 
Off, off !—of conſequence thou rag 
Go to the fields, and gain a nation's thanks 
Catch graſshoppers and butterflics for Banks, 


I want not fellows that can only prate ; 
I want no whirligigs of ſtate 


No 
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Vet, though I feel myſelf a king, S 
I hope, untainting, that the crown deſcends 1 
Not on my people's ſhoulders bids me ſprings; - | |: 
And cry, forgetful of myſelf and friends, ;; :; :- 
« Blaod of the gods within my veins I find 
Not the mean puddle of that mob, mankind.” 


Low at my feet the ſpaniel-courtiers cow ir; 

Curl, wheedle, whine, paw, lick my ſhoe, for pow'r ; 
Prepar'd for ev'ry inſult, ſervile train, Gr” , 
To take a kicking, and to fawn again! _ 


Of, PiTT and GRENVIILE !—you are not yet men 
Go, children, to your leading-ſtrings agen, yas 234, 
Make not a hobby-horſe of this fair iſle. ;— 
Yet, were no danger in the childiſh ſway, 
A kingdom might permit a baby*s play, 
And at its weakneſſes indulge a ſmile. 
Off, then once more upon your ers looks bn 
Go, find of politics the loft horn-bbok eee , Going 


Off with Excisz your imp, with lengthened chws, _ 

And fangs deep-rooted in his bydra-jaws; 

That monſter, damping freedom's ſacred joys, © 

Fed by your hands, ye pair of fooli boys! 

My ſoul, to Fx Ezpom wedded, freedom loves; * 
Then blaſt me, fight'nings, when, ſo coldly cruel, 
I to pomatum facrtfice the jewel, 

Rouge, pigtail, and a pair of gloves. 


OF, J ! fome dæmon did create thee : 

Oh, form'd to fawn, to kneel, to lie, to flatter ! 
« Perdition catch my foul, but I do hate thee ! 

& And when I hate thee not, I war with nature, 
Such reptiles dare not *midſt my.radiance ſport— 
Curs'd be ſuch ſnakes, that crawl about a court. 


Diſgrace not, ſimp'ring ſycophants, my throne - 
E „ and pigmy V r, be gone! 
B], thou ſtinkeſt! —weazel, polecat, fly ! 


Thy manners ſhock, thy form offends my eye. 
As for thy principles they :e gone long ſince 
Loſt, when a poar deſerter Trom 
2 | | | 


thy r=xINCE. © -- 


m— avaunt! 
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, avaunt - thou'rt cowardly and mean; 


Thy ſoul is fable, and thy hands unclean, 
Yet, to minutiæ to deſcend, what need? 
Enough, that thou art one of Charles's breed, 
Out with that S4AL'sBVEY I Duras, avant! 
Off, water-gruel WRsTNMoR LAND, and Lezps? _ 
You, verily, are not the men I want: - 
My bounty no ſach folly feeds. 


Off, Ha count] who wonlft ftarve my kine, 
Or make them, poor lean devils, dine t 
On vile horſe- chefnuts— tis a curſed meal ' 
Inſtead of turnips, corn, and hay: 
Thou ſhalt not, by this avaricious way, 
Into my royal favour ſteal. — 


Off, Uxzzx1DGt !—LEEps, too, once more get along! 
You ſhall not be lord-preſidents of ſong; 
You throw poor St. Cecilia into fits: 
| You've ears, but verily they do not hear, 
Juſt as you've tongues that cannot ſpeak, I fear 
And brains. that want their complement of wits. 


Of, WaLsrxSHAM thou putt*ſt me in a ſweat ; 
I hate a jack-in-office martinet— 

For ever ſomethmg moff important brewing ; 

For ever bufy, buſy, nothing doing. 


Thou plague of poſt-office, the teazer, fretter ; 
Informing clerks the way to ſeal a letter; 
Who, full of wiſdom, hold*ſ thyſelf the broom, 
Inſtructing Suſan how to ſweep the room; 
The letter-man, to hold his bag! 
The mail-guard, (ſunk in ignorance forlorn !) 
To load his blunderbuſs, and blow his horn; 
Of, off !—of conſequence thou rag! 
Go to the fields, and gain a nation's thanks 
Catch graſshoppers and butterflies for Banks, 


I want not fellows that can only prate; 
I want no whirligigs of ſtates 
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No jack-a-lanterns, imitating fire, | 
Skipping, and leading men into the mire, 


Thou ſervile copieſt, WesT, begonel.,, | 
With nought worth ſaving of thy wan: 
Phillis and Chloe, dancing dogs, es 
PixgTT1, and the fortune-telling hogs, . ; e 
Toymen and conj'rors, from my preſence fly ! * 
I have no children to amuſe, not I. ] 


Off, Sw———6! thou lean, old, wicked cat; 
Reſtleſs and ſpitting, biting, mewing, mean, 
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Thou ſhalt not in my chimney-corner iquat. 


Thou ſhalt not, harridan, be queen: 
Off, to thy-country, by the map forgot, 
Where tyranny and famine curſe the ſpot. 


Vet empty firſt thy bags of plunder'd gain, 
Wages of vile political pollution; 

Then vaniſh, thou oLD FisTULa ! a drain 
Enervating our glorious conſtitution !, 


Off, H—s's wife !—thy diamonds bode no good; 
They ſhall not taint us—1o, they ſmell of blood ! 


Off, off, old G——'s ſpawn !—now Es fury, 
In manners coarſer than the dames of Drury! 

O, form'd for uglineſs itſelf a foil! _ 20 
Sprung from the church, the world might well ſuppoſe, 
Thy blood with ſome few drops of meekneſs flows 

No, vitriol I-net one particle of oil! 


I'll have no laureat—ſacred be the ode; 
Unſullied let its torrent roll! 

Few merits mine, the muſe's wing to load; 
Small grace of form, and no ſublime of ſoul ; 

And yet, whate'er the merits that are mine, 

By verſe unvarniſh'd ſhall they ſhine. 


The real virtues dare themſelves diſplay, 


And need no pedeſtal to ſhew away : 
Each from herſelf her own importance draws, 


And ſcorns a chatt'ring poet's mock applauſe. 
15 = ee 
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Have niggard nature, and my ſtars, unkind, 

Of ſenſe and virtues ſtript my deſert mind; 

My name let Silence, with her veil, invade, ___ 
And cold oblivion pour th' eternal ſhade,  * 


Oblig'd not to an author's rhyme, © 
Important, down the ſtream of time, 

O let me fail, or not at all; 15 
Too proud for bards to take in tow my name, 
Juſt like the Victory *, or Fame *, 

That drag along the jolly-boat or yawl, 


Away, the little ſniv'ling ſpirit 
Away the hate of riſing merit— 
Thy heav'n-ward wing, aſpiring Genius, wave; 
I will not, lev*ling with a jaundic'd eye, 
The ſecret blunderbuſs let fly, 
To give thee, O thou royal bird! a grave. 


I'Il have no poet-perſecution—no ! 
Proud of its liberty, the verſe ſhall flow; 
The mouth of Pegaſus ſhall feel no curb: 
If, idly wanton, poets tax me wrong, | 
'Their's is the infamy, for their's the ſong— 
Such blaſts ſhall ne'er my ſoul's deep calm diſturb. 


But, ſhould fair truth to ſatire lend an edge, 

Bid with more force deſcend her thund'ring ſledge, 
My juſtice dares not break that poet's pipe ; 

And, like a ſchool-boy, to the tyger's den, 

Who, wanton, flings a cat, a = or hen, | 
I will not give him to F MacpoxaLd's gripe. 


Wiſe let me huſh of prejudice the ſtorm, 
Diſarm him for the future, and reform: 

Ves; 'ſtead of giving him a lau. jobation, 
Revenge the blow by reformation. 


To Tzos, which of yore was reckon'd far, 
HieyArcavs really ſent a man of war, 

To bring Ax AckEON, honied bard, to court 
So PLATo ſays, a man of good report. 


Ships of the line. F The Attorney-General. 
I 1 How 
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How diff ' rent monarchs of the preſent day! 
From modern kings each bec- like minſrel ſculks, 
Whoſe love would clap the bards on board the hulks, 
Or ſend them out to warble at * TAIE VIS Bay, 


Come, ſcience, and the arts, around me bloom 
Thrice- welcome, half my empire claim 

The eye of genius ſhall not wear a gloom, 
Nor BovDELIL daſh my cheek with ſhame. 


Hiſtorians, poets, painters, ev*ry merit, 
Shall feel King PETER's foſt'ring ſpirit. 


Yes, men of genius, be my equals, free— 
1 * conſequence you ſhall not feel; 

For ſhow collected, juſt to bend the knee, 
And grace, like ſlaves of yore, a chariot-wheel. 


* 


Avaunt, the-paraſitic dedication, 7 

A trap to catch my ſmile, deceive the nation, 
And make the wide-mouth'd million bleſs my name: 

Ah! let my deeds alone, inſtead of lies, 

Proclaim me open, gen'rous, good, and wiſe— 
Thoſe manly heralds of a virtuous fame. 


Here, from your hovels, ſons of ſcience, come: 

Oh, haſte! and call King PRTER“'s houſe your home: 
Your huts, your ſolitary mountains, quit, 

And make my court a galaxy of wit, 


Come, virTUE, though a dungeon hide thy face 
(For to thy lot too oft misfortune falls), 

Whoſe angei-form from jails can blot diſgrace, 
And caſt a ſacred ſplendour o'er the walls. 


Thus ſhall our moments glide on golden wings ; 
Thus will we triumph with expanded hearts; 
At times be merry upon thrifty kings, 
And ſmile at majeſty that ſtarves the arts. 
Ambitious, if with wiſdom thus we wed, 
A farthing ſhall not bluſh to bear OUR head ! 


* Commonly called Botany-Bay, 
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2 I, Fabula' mendax. 


 WoNnDER3 \_ WoNnDERS ! !nWorxDias! '! 


= A. let... 


WEET is the tale, however ſtrange its air, 


That bids the public eye aſtonied ſtare! 
Sweet is the tale, howe'er 1 its 1h 


That makes the world's wide mouth with wonder gape * þ 


Behold our infancies in tales delight, 


That bolt, like hedge-hog quills, the hair upright. 


Of ghoſts how pleas'd is ev'ry child to hear! 
To ſuch is Jack the Giant-killer dear 
Dread monſters iſſuing from the flame or flood, 


Charm, though with horror nn they chill the 


blood ! 
What makes a tale ſo ſleepy, lan ids dull ? 
Things as they happened—not o marvel full. 
What gives a zeſt, and keeps alive attention? 
A tale that wears the viſage of invention: 
A tale of lions, ſpectres, ſhipwreck, thunder; 
A wonder, or firſt couſin to a wonder, 
Myſterious conduct! yet *tis nature's plan 
To ſow with wonder's —_ the ſoul of man, 

13 


That 


— 
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That ev'ry where in ſweet profuſion riſe, 
And ſprout luxuriant through the mouth and eyes 


What to the vay deep * Sir JosErn gave, 
As of the world, the ſport of wind and wave ? 
What bade the knight, amid thoſe ſcenes remote, 
Sleep with Queen Oborea in the boat ? 
What unconfounded leap to Newton's chair ? 
What, but to make a world with wonder ſtare ? 
What bids a ----- on Wimbledon, Blackheath, 
50 oft rejoice the regiments of death ; 
While Britain's mightier bulwark lighted lies, 
And, vainly groaning, for its Cæſar fighs ? 
What with the vulgar pigs of Aſcot taken, 
Devour on Aſcot-heath his annual bacon ? 
What bade that great, great man, a goodly fight, 
Watch his wife's diamond petticoat all night ; 
And what that wife of great, great, great renown, 
Make her own caps, and darn a thread-bare gown ? 
What bade the charming + LADY MARV fly 
Maxcnes1's ſqueeze for PaccuitrxoTT1's ſigh ? 
What MasrER Epcecumse deal in rhyming ware? 
What, but to put all; Cawſand in a ſtare ? 
Sweet child of verſe, who, with importance big, 
Pleas'd its own ſelf, and eterniz'd a pig S ; 
Whilſt mad, an equal weight of praiſe to ſhare, 
OLD Mount plays Punchenello to a hair. 
What makes a girl the ſhops for novels rove ? 
The ſweet impoſſibilities of love; 
Quixotic deeds to catch the flying fair; 
To pant at dangers, and at marvels ſtare, 


Sir Joſeph Banks. 
+ Lady Mary Duncan. 
1 A ſmall fiſhing town near Mount Edgecumbe. 
| & This pig, Cupid, who many years ago fell in love with the 
Earl, has a monument erected to his memory, with an inſcription 
on it by Lord Valletort, the Earl's ſon.—It is faid, that his Ma- 
jeſty, when at Mount Edgecumbe, happening to be gravely pon- 
dering near his grave, the Queen, who was at ſome diſtance, aſked 
him, what he was looking at ſo ſeriouſly, His Majeſty, with a 
great deal of humour, immediately replied, „ The family vault, 
Charly; family vault, family vault,” 
| What 
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What prompteth Chloe, conſcious of the charms, 
That croud the ſouls of ſwains with wild alarms, 
To give the ſwelling boſom's milk-white ſkin 
A veil of gauze ſo marvelloufly thin? 
What, but a kind intention of the fair 
To treat the eyes of ſhepherds with a ſtare ? 
Behold ! religion's ſelf, celeſtial dame, 
Founds on the rock of miracle her fame: 
A ſacred building, that defies decay, | 
That ſin's wild waves can never waſh away! 
What made “ Joan RoLLE (except for ExoN's ſtare) 
Drill-ſerjeant to the aldermen and may*r; - 
E'er from the hall he led his choſen bands, 
To view the KINGS or NarTtons, and kiſs hands? 
How rarely man the haunts of wiſdom ſeeks, 
Pleas'd with the life of cabbages and leeks ! | 
Though form'd to plough the ſoil, divinely ſtrong, 
'Tis famifie goads him, like an ox, along: 
But BR UckE, on curio/ty's wild wings, 
Darts, hawk-like, where the game of marvel ſprings. 
Let envy kindle with the bluſh of ſhame, | 
That dares to call thee, Buck, a thief of fame. 
Pleas'd to thy wonder's vortex to be drawn, 
A thouſand volumes could not make me yawn ; 
And (O, accept a falutary hint) — | 
The world will read as faſt as thou canſt print. 


Curs'd by the gooſe's, and the critic's quill, 
What tortures tear us, and what horrors thrill! 
Thus, that ſmall imp, a tooth, a ſimple bone, 
Can make fair ladies and great heroes groan ; 


* Mr. Jonx Rorrx's dread of a failure in the etiquette of pre- 
ſentment to his Majeſty, when at Exeter, prevailed on him to take 
a deal of trouble with gentlemen who were to be introduced at the 
levee. But, in ſpite of all his intellectual powers, which, like his 
corporeal, are of mere than ordinary texture, much diſorder hap- 
pened ; indeed, the beſt of kings was three or four times nearly 
overturned. Many were the gentlemen that Mr. Ror LE was 
forced to place himieli behind, to pull down properly on their knee: ; 
and many were the gentlemen he was obliged to run after, and 
make them face to the right about, who uncourteouſly, though 
unwittingly, in quitting the preſence, had turned their unpolithed 
tails on majeſty. 


11 Tear 
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Tear hopeleſs virgins from their happy dream, 
And bid for doctors, ſtead of ſweethearts, ſcream 3 
In tears the tender toſſing infant ſteep, 

And from its eye - lids bruſh the dews of ſleep; 
Where, with a cheek in cherub bluſhes dreſt, 

It ſeeks, with fruitleſs cries, its vaniſh'd zeſt. 

Far diff rent, Thou, erect in conſcious pride, 
Coloſſal dar'ſt the critic hoſt beſtride ; 

Like yelping coward curs canſt make them ſkip, 
And tremble at the thunder of thy whip. 


How hard that thou, a buſy working bee, 
Should'ſt range from flow'r to flow'r, from tree to tree: 
Fly loaded home from ſhrubs of richeſt prime, 
Egyptian, Nubian, Abyſſinian thyme, 
And plund'ring * drones upon thine honey thrive, 
Who never gave an atom to the hive ! | 
Huge wHALE of marvel-hunters, further ſay, 
And glad the preſent and the future day ; 
Speak ! did no angel, proud to intervene, 
Bear thee, like Habbakuk, from ſcene to ſcene ? 


Lo! moon-ey*'d wonder opes her lap to thee : 
How niggardly, alas! to luckleſs me! 
Where'er through trackleſs woods thy luckier way, 
Marvels, like dew-drops, beam on ev'ry ſpray, 
Bleſt man! whate'er thou wiſheſt to behoid, 
Nature as ſtrongly wiſhes to unfold ; 

Ot all her — . offers every rag, 

Of which thy {kill hath form'd a conj'ror's bag. 
Thy deeds are giants, covering ours with ſhame ! 
Poor waſted pigmies ! ſkeletons of fame 

To thee how kindly hath thy genius giv'n 

The maſly keys of yonder ſtar-clad heav'n; 

With leave, whene'er thou wiſheſt to unlock it, 
To put a few eclipſes in thy pocket l 
Nature, where'er thou tread*ſt, exalts her form; 
The whiſp'ring zephyr ſwells a howling ſtorm ; 
Where pebbles lay, and riv'lets purl'd before, 
Huge promontories riſe, and oceans roar... 


* Alluding to an Abridgement of Mr, Bruce's Travels. 
3 Thrice 
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"Thrice envied man (if truth each volume ſings), - 
Thy life how happy ! hand and glove with kings ! 

A 1 ſwain, a ſtranger to a throne, ti 

I ne'er fat down with kings to pick a bone! 

For ſmiles I gap'd not, crouch'd not for aſſiſtance; 

But paid my ſalutations at a diſtance: 3 

Yet live, O kIxN cs, to ſee a diſtant date, 

Becauſe I've got a pretty good eſtate; 

A comely ſpot near Helicon, that thrives 

A leaſehold, though, that hangs upon their lives; 

Set to GEORGE KEARSLEY, at a moderate rent; 

Enough for me, poor ſwain, it brings content. 

Were heav'n to place a crown upon my head, 

So meek, ſo modeſt, I ſhould faint with dread ; 

And, like ſome honeſt biſhop, with a figh, 

« Pity my greatneſs, Lord! would be my cry. 

Poets, like ſpiders, now-a- days muſt ſ PID, | 

E'en from themſelves, the threads of life ſo thin. 

Nought pleaſeth now the rulers of great nations, 

But books of wonder, and ſweet dedications. 

Kings, like the mountains of the moon, indeed, 

Proud of their ſtature, lift a lofty head; 

Heads, like the mountains alſo, cold and raw, 

That, ice-envelop'd, ſeldom feel a thaw. 

O, may the __ of ills my ſoul betide, 

For me if ever love fick lady died! 

If fatal darts from theſe two eyes of mine, 

Play'd havock with fair ladies hearts, like thine: 

No, no! I ever a hard bargain drove, 

And purchas'd ev*ry atom of my love. " 

O Bzuce, I own, all candour, that I look © 

With envy, downright envy, on thy book ; 

A book, like Pſalmanazar's, form'd to laſt, 

That gives th? hiſtoric eye a ſweet repaſt; 

A book, like Mandeville's, that * delight, 

And puts poor probability to flight; . 

A book that e' en Pontopidan would own ; 

A book moſt humbly offer*d to the throne ; 

A book, how happy, which the King of iſles 4 

Admires (ſays rumour), and receiv'd with ſmiles ? - 


The fool, with equal gape, aſtoniſh'd ſees, 
Through wonder's glaſſes, elephants and fleas ; 
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But thou, in wonder's ſchool long bred, full grown, 
Art pleas'd, indeed, with elephants alone: i 
Hadſt thou been Gop, an infult to thy fight, 

Thy majeſty had ſcorn'd to make a mite. 

Know, where th' Atlantic holds th' unwieldly whale, 
My heait had panted at the monſter's tail: | 
Had Bx ven been there, th' invincible, the brave, 
How had he daſtfd at once beneath the wave! 

Bold with his dirk the mighty fiſh purſu d, 
And ſtain'd whole Jeagues of ocean with his blood. 
Then rifing plorious from the great attack, 

Grac'd with the wat' ry tyrant on his back! 


Mid thoſe fair * ifles, the happy iſles of old, 
Plains that the ghoſts of kings and chiefs patrol'd, 
Theſe eyes have feen; but, let me truth confeſs, 
No royal ſpectre came theſe eyes to bleſs : 
To no one chieftain-phantom, too, I vow, 

With rev*rence did I ever make my bow: 
Gone to make room, poor ghoſts, ſo fate inclines, 
For gangs of lazy Spaniards, and their vines. 
But had thy foot, illuſtrious trav*ller, trod, 
Like me, the precincts of th' Elyſian ſod, 
Full of enquiry, eaſy, unconfounded, 
By ſpectres had'ſt thou quickly been ſurrounded ; 
Then had we heard thy book of wonder boaſt, 
How Bauer the Brave ſhook hands with ev'ry ghoſt ! 
In vain did I phznomena purſue, 
For wonder waits upon the choſen few, 
Whate'er I ſaw requir'd no witch's ftorm— 
Slight deeds, that nature could with eaſe perform! 
Audacious, to purloin my fleſh and fiſh, 
No golden eagles hopp'd into my diſh. 
Nor crocodiles, by love of knowledge led, 
To mark my figure, left their oozy bed; 
Nor loaded camels, to provoke my ſtare, 
Sublimely whirl'd, like ſtraws, amid the air; 
Nor, happy in a ſtomach form'd of ſteel, 
On roaring lions have I made a meal. 


* The Canaries, or the Inſule Fortunatæ of the Ancients. 


Unequal 
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Unequal mine with lions' bones to cope; 

Thy jaws can only on ſuch viands ope. 

© hadſt thou trod, like me, the happy iſle, el 
Whoſe “ mountain treats all mountains with a ſmile; 
Bold hadſt thou climb'd th' aſcent, an eaſy matter, 
And, nobly daring, ſous'd into the crater ; 215.08 
Then out again hadſt vaulted with a hop, 

Quick as a ſweeper from a chimney top. | 
O had thy curious eye beheld, like mine, | 
The + iſle which glads the heart with richeſt wine? 
Beneath its vines, with common cluſters crown'd, - + 
At eve my wand”ring ſteps a paſſage found, 

Where roſe the hut, and neither rich nor poor, 

The wife and huſband ſeated at the door, 

Touch'd, when the labours of the day were done, 

The wire of muſic to the ſetting ſun; | 
Where, bleſt, a tender offspring, rouge around, 
Join'd their ſmall voices to the ſilver ſound. | 

But had hne eye this ſimple ſcene explor'd, N ed 
The man at once had ſprung a ſceptred lord; | 
Princes and princeſſes the bearns had been; 40 
The hut a palace, and the wife a queen 
Their golden harps had raviſh'd thy two ears, | 
And beggar'd all the muſic of the ſpheres; _ 
So kind is nature always pleas'd to be, 
When viſited by favourites, like thee{ | 1 © 5 
Strange! thou haſt ſeen the land, that to its ſhame; 
Ne'er heard our good 's virtues nor his name! | 
I've only ſeen thoſe regions, let me fay, 

Where his great virtues never found their way. 


v. 
1 


Alas, I never met with royal ſcenes ! 
No vomits gave to Abyſſinian queens ! 
Drew not from royal arms the purple tile, 
Nor ſcotch'd with fleams a ſceptred lady's hide: 
Nor, in anatomy ſo very ſtout, | , 
Ventur'd to turn a princeſs inſide out; | 
Nor, bluſhing, ſtripp'd me to the very ſkin, 
To give a royal blackamoor a grin. 
I never ſaw (with ignorance I own) _ 
Mule-mounted monarchs ſeek th' imperial throne ; 


# Teneriffe, + Madeira. TY 
Which 
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Which mule the carpet ſpoil'd—a dirty beaſt ! 
Firſt ſtal'd ; then What ?—Obhlivion cloud the reſt. 
I ſaw no king, whoſe ſubjects form'd a riot, 
And, imp-like, howl'd around him for his quiet. 
Nor have I been where men (what loſs, alas!) 
Kill half a cow, and turn the reſt to graſs. - -— 
Where'er, great trav'ller, thou art pleas'd to tread, 
The teeming ſkies rain wonders on thy head: 
No common birth to greet thine eye appears, 
But ſacred labours of a thouſand years. 
Where'er the Nile ſhall pour the ſmalleſt ſluice, 
The rills ſhall curl into the name of Bxvos. 
And, lo! a univerſe his praiſe ſhall utter, 
Who, firſt of mortals, found her parent gutter. 
And, let me add, of gutters, too, the QUEtn, 
Without whofe womb the Nile had never been. 
Thus, many a man, whoſe deeds have made a potlier, 
Has had a ſourvy father or a mother. 
O, form'd in arts and ſcience to ſurpaſs, 
To whom: &en vaLouk is an arrant afs ; 
O Bzxvuce, moſt furely TxAver's eldeſt fon, 
Tell, prithee, all that thou haſt ſeen and done ! 
J fear thou hideſt half thy feats, unkind ; 
A thouſand wonders, ah! remain behind! 
Where is the chariot-wheel, with PRARAOAH's name, 
Fiſh'd from the old Red Sea, to ſwell thy fame ? 
Where the horſe-ſhoe with Pharaoh's arms, and found 
Where wicked Pharaoh and his hoſt were drown'd ? 
Where of that ſtone a ſlice, and freſh account, 
Giv'n by the Lox D to Moss on the Mount? 
And where a ſlice of that ſtone's eldeft brother, 
That, broken, forc'd th'ALL-wisE 8 another? 
Where of the cradle, too, a facred ruſh? 
Where a true charcoal of the burning bufh ? 
And, O, the jewel, curious gem, diſcloſe, 
That dangled from the Queen of Sheba's noſe, 
When, with hard queſtions, and two roguith eyes, 
She rode to puzzle Solomon the Wiſe? 
Sagacious terrier in DISCOVERY'S mine, 
Shall nature form no more a noſe like thine? 
No more diſplay'd the pearls of wonder beam, 
When thou, great man, art paſt the Stygian * 
15 O 
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To Afric wilt thou never, Bxvex, return? 
Howl, Britain! Europe, Abyſſinia, mourn ! 
Droop ſhall piscoverY's wing, her boſom ſigh, | 
And MARVEL. meet no more the raviſh'd eye; i 
Nature outſtep her modeſty no more; | 

Her cataracts of wonder ceaſe to roar, 

Forc'd to a common channel to ſubſide, - 

And pour no longer an aſtounding tide ? 

O bid not yet thy lucky labours ceaſe : 

Still let the land of wonder feel increaſe: 

Thy loads of dung, delightful ordure, yield, 

And bloſſom with fertility the field: 

Gates, hedges mend, that ignorance pull'd down, 
And bring in triumph back each kidnapp'd town. 
Thovgh envy damns thy volumes of ſurpriſe, 

Bleſt, I devour them with unſated eyes! | 
What Rong ſour JoansoN cried, with cynic ſneer, 
« I deem'd at firſt, indeed, Bu uck had been there: 
« But ſoon the eye of keen inveſtigation, 

« Prov'd all the fellow's tale a fabrication.” 

But who, alas! on Johnſon's word relies, 
Who ſaw the too kind North with jaundic'd eyes ; 
Who rode to Hawthornden's fair ſcene by night, 
For fear a Scottiſh, tree might wound his faght ; 

And bent from decent candour to depart, 
Allow'd a Scotchman neither head nor heart ? 
Grant fiction half thy volumes of ſurpriſe, 

High in the ſcale of merit ſhalt thou rife : | 

Still to fame's temple doſt thou boaſt pretenſion ; 
For thine the rara avis of invention! BY 
And, lo! amidit thy work of lab'ring years, 

A dignity of egotiſm appears; | 

A ſtyle that clathc authors ſhould purſue ; 

A ſtyle that peerleſs * Katterfelto knew! 

Thou dear man- mountain of diſcovery, run; 

Again attempt an Abyſſinian ſun: | 

Yes, go; a ſecond journey, Bxvcs, purſue ; 

More volumes of rich hiſt'ry bring to view. 

O, run ere time the ſpectred tombs invade, 

And ſeize the crumbling wonders from the ſhade; 


A late celebrated philoſopher and conj uror. 


Croud 
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 Whilft on the rough r9by/#70us Jump of nature, 
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Croud with fair columns, ſtruck by time, thy page, 


And ſaatch the falling grandeur from his rage: 

Give that old time a vomit, too, and draw 

More of Egypuan marvels from his maw; 

Bid him diſgorge (by moderns call'd a hum), 
Scratch'd by ten thouſand trav'llers, Memnon's bum: 
And, what all rarities muſt needs ſurpaſs, g 
The tail, the curious tail of Balaam's aſs. 

Say, what ſhould ſtop, O Bzxvce, thy grand career - 
Of fame the fav'rite, and no child of fear? 
DaxGEeR's huge form, ſo dread to vulgar eyes, 

Pants at thy preſence, and a coward flies. 

Where other trav'Ilers, fraught with terror, roam, 
Lo! Bruce in wonder-land is quite at home; 


The ſame cool eye on nature's forms looks down; 


Lions and rats, the courtier and the clown. 
Whate'er thine action, wonder crouds the tale; 

It ſmells of Brobdignag—it-boaſts a ſcale ! 

Fond of the lofty, Bavct no pigmy loves 

Who likes a pigmy that a giant moves ? 
Again—what pigmy, with a form of lath, 

Loſt in his ſhadow, likes the Man or GaTa ? 

The bowerly hoſteſs, for a cart-horſe fit, 

Scorns DAPRNE's reed-like ſhape, and calls her hit; 
Contemptuous DN E whiſpers, « What a creature !” 
Pity, purſuits like thine ſhould feel a pauſe, | 
More than half ſmother'd by fair fame's applaufe ! 

I ſee thee ſafe, return'd from MARvEL's mine, 

Whoſe gems in ev*ry rock ſo precious ſhine; 

Proud of the product of a world unknown, 

Unloading all thy treaſure at the throne ; 

While courtiers cry aloud with one accord, 

& Moſt marv*llous is the reign of George the Third!“ 
How like the butchers' boys we ſometimes meet, 
Stuck round with bladders, in a London ſtreet ; 


In full blown majeſty who move, and drop 


The bloated burthen in an o1LMaN's ſhop ; 


Whilſt country bumpkins, gazing at the door, 
Cry © they ne er zeed 20 vine a zight bevore.” 


I ſee old NILE, the king of floods, ariſe, 


Shake hands, and welcome thee with happy eyes ; 
| Otters 
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Otters and alligators in his train, 
Made by thy five immortal volumes vain; 
Weazels and 3 ſheregrigs, carrion- crows, 
Seen and ſmelt only by thine eyes and noſe. 
© Son of the arts, and couſin of a king, 
& Loud as a kettle-drum whoſe actions ring, 
Exclaims the king of floods, thy books I've read, 
« And for thy birth-place, envy Brother TwRE D.“ 
O Bzrvce, by fame for ever to be ſung ; 
Job's war-horſe fierce, thy neck with thunder hung: 
When envious death ſhall put thee in his ſtable, _ 
Snipp'd life's fine thread, that ſhould have been a cable; 
Lo! to thy mem'ry ſhall the marble ſwell, | 
Mauſoleum huge, and all thy actions tell! 
Here in fair ſculpture, the recording ſtones 
Shall give thee glorious, crackling lions? bones ; 
There, which the ſqueamiſh ſouls of Britain ſhocks, 
Rich ſteaks devouring from the living ox ; 
Here, ſtaring on thee from the realm of water, 
Full many a virtuoſo alligator ; _ 
There, Buck informing queens, in naked pride, 
The feel and colour of a Scotſman's hide; 
Here of the genealogy a tree, 
Branching from Solomon's wile trunk to thee : 
There, with a valour nought could dare withſtand, 
Bzvce fighting an hyæna hand to hand: 
Which dread hyzna (what a beaſt uncouth !) 
Fought with a pound of candles in his mouth : 
Here temples buriting glorious on the view, 
Which Hisr'x v, though a goſſip, never knew: 
There columns ſtarting from the earth and flood, 

uſt like the razar-fiſh from ſand and mud; 

ere a wiſe monarch, with voracious looks, 
Receiving all thy drawings and thy books ; 
Whilſt fame behind him all ſo folemn ſings 
The lib'ral ſpirit of the beſt of kings. 


Man ſays, O Bzvuce, that thou wert hardly us'd ; 
That our great king at firſt thy book refus'd ; 
Indeed, look'd grimly *midſt his courtier crew, 
Who, gentle courtiers! all look'd grimly too! 
| "2 Thus, 
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Thus, when in black the lofty sk * looks down, 
The ſympathizing szA reflects a frown ; 
Vale, cattle, reptile, inſet, man, and maid, 
All mope, and ſeem to ſorrow in the ſhade. 


Steep is th' aſcent, and narrow is the road, 
Ah me ! that leads to fame's divine abode: 
Jet thick (through lanes, like pilgrimaging rats, 
Unaw'd by mortals, and unſcar'd by cats), 
What crawling hoſts attempt her ſacred fane, 
And dizzy, drunk-like, tumble back again; 
Faſt as the ſwains, whoſe arms the damſels fill, 
Embrace of elegance down Greenwich Hill; 
Whilſt thou, Briareus-like, with dauntleſs air, 
Reſolv'd to raviſh FAME, immortal fair; 
uſt like our London bullies with the w, 
ſt ſcal'd the cloud-capt height, and forc'd her doors! 
O, form'd the trav*Vers of the Eaſt to ſcare, 
Although thy pow'rs are mighty, learn to ſpare; 
Dog ſhould err on dog, the proverb e ; 
Allow, then, brother-trav*llers crumbs of praiſe ; 
Like thee, let others reap applauſe, and riſe | 
By daring viſits to Egyptian 1kies : | 
But, calmly, lo! thou canſt not ſee them paſs ; 
« This is a rogue or fool, and that's an aſs.“ 
Thus, on a tree, whene'er the weather's fine, 
Ack Kren, the spipE, weaves the fatal line; 
Beneath a leaf he hides, with watchful eye, 
Now darts, and roping hangs the trav'lling FLY. 
Again, moſt tireſome, let me ſay, Go, go, 
Proceed, and all about it let us know : 
Led ſafely by thine enterpriſing ſtar, 
Hyænas {hall not with thy journey war: 
Uneat by tygers, dare the foreſt's gloom, 
To bid the barren field of knowledge bloom : 
Wave o'er new pyramids thine eagle wings, 
And, hound-like, ſcent freſh tombs of ancient kings, 
Which time had buried with the mighty dead, 
And cold oblivion ſwallow'd in her ſhade : 
And mind, tis nasT's Y's province to /urpri/e ; 
That tales are ſweeteſt, that ſound moſt like lies. 
AS 


33s J 


AS the confefſed ſuperiority of My. Bu ek to 1. Boswrr.r, 
entitles him to à more eminent mark of diflin##ion, I hate 
added an ODE, in my beſt manner, to this Compli- 


mentary * fass, which the Congratulatory Epiſtle of 
At. Boſwell cannot boaſt. | 5 


O D E 
To 
JAMES BRUCE, Es 


BRUCE, for this, his ſhort and ſweet epiſtle, 
Thou bidd'ſt, p'rhaps, the gentle bard go 
« whiſtle ;” | ah | 
Or A worſe, percbaunce, that rhymes to 
night; 3 f 3 
That is to fay, knights of the blade, 
One time ſo buſy in the dubbing trade, 
That, like to filver, it was ſhoulder'd bright, 


Pity by hungry critics thou ſhould'ſ fall, 

So clever, and fo farm'd, to us all ! 

Again by royal favour all-ſurrounded, 

A balm ſo rich, like cloves and nutmegs pounded ! 
Thus, the Bas Fox, (how cruelly, alack !) 
Turn'd out with turpentine upon his back, 
Amidſt the war of hounds and hunters flies ; 
Shews ſport ; but, luckleſs, by his fragrance dies ! 


Safe from the fury of the critic hounds, 
O Bruce, thou treadeſt Abyſſinian grounds; 
Nor can our Britiſh noſes hunt thy foil: 
Indeed, thou need*ſt not dread th' event; 
Surrounding clouds deftroy the ſcent, 
And — their moſt ſagacious toil : 
Yes, in thy darkneſs thou fhalt leave the dogs ; 
For hares, the hunters ſay, run beſt in fogs. 
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Of thee and me, two great phyſicians, 
How diff rent are the diſpoſitions ! 
Thy ſoul delights in wonder, pomp, and buſtle ; 
Mine in th' unmarvellous and placid ſcene, 
Plain is the“ hut of our good king and queen ;j— 
I imitate the ſtationary muſcle. | 


Yet, boldly thou, O Bzvce, again proceed; 
Of wonder ope the fountain head ; | 
Deluge the land with Abyſlinian ware; 
Whilſt I, a ſimple ſon of peace, 
The world of b«gatelle encreaſe, 
By love-ſick ſonnets to the fair: 


Now to Sir Joſeph, now a duke, now Wren, . 
Now Robin Red-breaſt, dedicate the pen ; | 


Now glow-worm, child of ſhade and light, not flame; 


To whom, of wicked wits, the tuneful art, 
So very apt, indeed, from truth to ſtart, 


Compares the nightly ſtreet meand*ring dame. 


Mild 1nsEcT, harmleſs as myſelf, I ween ; 
Thou little planet of the rural ſcene, 

When ſummer warms the vallies with her rays ; 
Accept a trifling ſonnet to thy praiſe. 


0 E 
| TO THE 
G L O WW OR M. 
Be firanzer, welcome to my field, 


Here feed in ſafety, here thy radiance yield; 


To me, O nightly be thy ſplendour giv'n: 
O could a wiſh of mine the ſkies command, 
How would I gem thy leaf with lib'ral hand, 

With ev'ry ſweeteſt dew of heav'n! 


* A houſe cloſe by the glorious caſtle of Windſor, 
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day, doſt thou kindly light the fairy train, 
Amidft their gambols on the ſtilly plain, | 
Hanging thy lamp upon the-moiſten'd blade? 
What lamp ſo fit, ſo pure as thine, 
Amidſt the gentle elfin band to ſhine, 
And chace the horrors of the midnight ſhade !' 


Oh ! may no feather'd foe diſturb thy bow'r, 
And with barbarian beak thy life devour : 
Oh! may no ruthleſs torrent of the ſky, 
O' erwhelming, force thee from thy dewy ſeat ; 
Nor tempeſts tear thee from thy green retreat, 
And bid thee midſt the humming myriads die. 


QVEEN of the inſect- world, what leaves delight? 
Of ſuch theſe willing hands a bow'r ſhall form, 

To guard thee from the ruſhing rains of night, 
And hide thee from the wild wing of the ſtorm. 


Sweet child of ſtillneſs, midſt the awful calm 

Of pauſing nature, thou art pleas'd to dwell ; 
In happy ſilence to enjoy thy bam, 

And thed, through lite, a luſtre round thy cell. 


How diff rent man, the imp of noiſe and ſtrife, 
Who courts the ſtorm that tears and darkens life ;. 
Bleſt when the paſſions wild the ſoul invade ! 
How nobler far to bid thoſe whirlwinds ceaſe ;. 

To taſte, like thee, the luxury of peace, 
And ſhine in ſolitude and ſhade ! 
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TI 
A real Account of the Appearance of 
BARCLAY Tus APOLOGIST 


| „ Tx 
BANKRUPT BANKER, 
ALIAS „ 
The DEFICIENT DISCOUNT ER, 
ALIAS 
The PRIMITIVE QUAKER !!!! 


"FAITHFULLY KEPORTED BY 


PETER PINDAR, Es 


— — 


« 1 RAVE USED SIMILITUDES.” 


— — 


De Canſe of the Supernatural Ræſurrection. 


The ſpirit of the ſophiſtical apologiſt hath ariſen to 
reproach his collateral deſcendant (the BAxEkRUrT 
BAN KER) with audacity, extravagance, and profu- 
fion, when his CASH ought to be appropriated to 
the payment of his pillaged creditors—1nſtead of ſup- 
porting an equipage, &c. &c. &c,—after the very 
miſerable dividend of fx-pence in the pound. His 
late pariners are not alluded to in this /piritual vi- 
ſitation, they being abſolutely inſolvent ; while he 
is ſtriding in the road to fraudulent opulence—— 


if fame ſays true! !! 
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* at the darkſome midnight hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 

In ſtalk'd ſage Barclay's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at Tretton's feet. 


His face was like a brumal morn, 
Clad in December's cloud; 

His wither'd trembling hand upheld 
A ſolemn ſombre ſhroud, 


« Awake, he cries, ** | ar hs I come 
„ From out my midnight grave, 
« To paint thy fins, thou pallid wretch, 
Let me thy Jack ſoul fave ! 
« Oh! oh! degenerate quaker ! 


% T come to warn thee of great guilt ; 
« In Vaud hath been thy gain; 
« Think of thy follies, vices, crimes— 
«© And dread eternal pain 
« Oh! oh! degenerate quaker ! 


„How canſt thou hope to proſper here, 
And baſeſt ſteps to take; 
« To pay with Aa- pence in the pound; 
„ Awake, thou fiend, awake! 
ä « Oh! oh! degenerate quaker! 


„And ſell thy chariot, turn from Vaud; 
„ Ah! well may'ſt thou look pale; 
« Creditors wrong*d, and footmen kept 
„To the gallows, or the goal! 
2 « Oh! oh! degenerate quaker ! 


«6 But, 
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4% But, hark! the cock hath warn'd me hence, 
« A long, a laſt adieu! 
« * Diſcharge thy debts, thy HARLOT leave !— 
% groan thy end to view! 
«© Oh! oh! degenerate quaker!“ 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
She rais'd her glitt'ring head! 

Pale Tretton quakes in ev'ry limb, 
And Barclay ſhook the bed ! 


And vaniſh'd!— Now, al! ghafily pale, 
He dreads the coming night, 


Neglects his #wifted hair and boots, 


Spruce cloaths, and ruffles white / / ! 
Repent and pay, apoſtate quaker ! !'! 
God proſper long our noble king, | 


Our lives and ſafeties all; 


And grant that we may warning take 


By Johnny Tretton's call! 


8 
TO A 


WELCH MOUNTAIN. 


9 yonder ſolitary tower, 


Lone glooming midſt the moony light, 
I roam at midnight's ſpectred hour, | 
And climb the wild majeſtic height : 


* See the TETE ATI of the Town and Country Magazine 
for April; the Attic Miſcellany for July, 1791, under the article 
„% PRIMITIVE QUAXER;z” Modern Propenfities, p. 39; and moſt 
of the morning prints. ]s it not a great diſgrace to the Quakers, 
not to pisown ſuch a MISCREANT), becauſe he is connected with 
wealthy individuals? 
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Low to the mountain let me rev'rent bow, 
Where wiſdom, virtue, taught their founts to flow. 


Pale on a rock's aſpiring ſteep, 
Behold a Druid fits forlorn, 
I ſee the white-robb*d phantom weep, 
I hear his harp of forrow mourn. 
The vaniſh'd grove provokes his deepeſt figh, 
And altars open'd to the gazing eye. f 


Permit me, Druid, here to ſtray, 
And ponder ' mid thy drear retreat; 
To wail the ſolitary way | 
Where wiſdom held her hallow'd ſeat ; 
Here let me roam, in ſpite of folly's ſmile, 
A penſive pilgrim, o'er each pitied pile. 


Poor ghoſt! no more the Druid race 
Shall here their ſacred fires relume: 
o more their ſhow'rs of incenſe blaze; 
No more their tapers gild the gloom. 
Lo! ſnakes obſcene along the temples creep, 
And foxes on the broken altars ſleep. 


No more beneath the golden brook 
The treaſures of the grove ſhall fall ; 
Time triumphs o'er each blaſted oak, | 
Whoſe power at length ſhall cruſh the ball. 
Led by the wrinkled pow'r, with gladden'd mien, 
Gigantic ruin treads the weeping ſcene, 


No more the bards, in ſtrains ſublime, 
The actions of the brave proclaim, 
Thus reſcuing from the rage of time 
Each glorious deed approv'd by fame. 
Deep in the duſt each lyre is laid unſtrung, 
While mute for ever ſtops each tuneful tongue. 


Here wiſdom's, virtue's awful voice 
Inſpir'd the youths of Cornwall's plains ; 
With ſuch no more theſe hills rejoice, 
But ſullen, death-like, filence reigns, 
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While melancholy, in yon mould'ring tow'r, 
Sits lining to old Ocean's diſtant roar, 


Let others, heedleſs of the hill, 
With eye incurious paſs along ; 
My muſe with grief the ſcene ſhall fill, 
And ſwell with ſofteſt fighs her ſong. 
Ah! pleas'd each Druid manſion to deplore, . 
Where wiſdom, virtue dwelt, but dwell no more. 


O D E 8 
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MR. PAIN E, 
KUTHKOR OF 
« RICHTS OF MAN. 


Aude aliguid brevibus Gyarisy vel carcere dignam, 
Si vis effe aliquis. | JuvENAL, 
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ODE I. 
PAINE ! thy vaſt endeavour J admire ! 
How brave the hope to ſet a realm on fire ! 
AmsiT1oN, fmiling, prais'd thy giant wiſh ; 
Compar'd to hee, the Man, to gain a name, 
Who to Diana's temple put the flame, 
A fimple minnow to the prINCE of Fisk. 


Say, did'ſt thou fear that Britain was too bleſt, 


Of peace thou moſt delicious peſt ? 1 
| How 
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How ſhameful that this pin's-head of an 1sLE, 

Whilſt half the GLoze's in grief, ſhould wear a ſmile ! 
How dares the wxEN amidſt his hedges ſing, 

Whilſt eagles droop the beak, and flag the wing? 


O muſt the ſcythe of pzsoLATION ſlęep, 
So keen for carnage, ftay its mighty ſweep, 

And navock on his hunter drop his laſh ; 
Spur'd, arm'd, and ripe to ſtorm with groans the ſky, 
To chaſe an empire, and enjoy the cry, 

The cry of millions—what a glorious crafh ! 

What pity thy combuſtibles were bad! 
How DEATH had grinn'd delight, and hell been glad, 

To ſee our liberties o'erturning "Ro 
And was, whoſe expectation tiptoe ſtood, 

.Ready for hills of flain, and ſeas of blood, 

Who drops his death's-head flag, and puts on 

mourning. 


Why, cur-like, didſt thou ſneak away, nay, fly? 
Dread'ſt thou of anger'd zusTicE the ſharp eye? 
Return, and bring MzsDames PoissARDEs along: 
And lo, with friendſhip's ſqueeze and fire to meet em, 
And oaths of ev*ry hue to greet em, 
The fiſterhood of Billingſgate ſhall throng. 


The jails may open all their dreary cells, 
Where #0RrR0R brooding on damnation dwells, 
And vomit forth their griſly bands; 
Surrounded by this ſqualid hoſt, 
Paine ſhall their leader be, and boaſt 
Paine, GorpoN, and REBELLION, ſhall ſhake hands. 


IMPORTANCE, in a nut-ſhell hide thy head! 
T1 deem*d myſelf a dare-devil in rhyme, 
To whiſper to a KING of modern time, 
And try to ſhake a royal feibk dead; 
Whilſt, dauntleſs, thou of treaſon mak'ſt no bones, 
But ſtrik*ſt at #ings themſelves upon their thrones ! 


„ 
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ODE II. 


HEE hears our pray'r !—all is not loſt— 
Behold a choſen few, a hop. 

Stand forth the ch fs of the glorious cauſe ! 
The jails are opening !—hark ! the iron-doors ! 
Chains clank !—the brazen throat of TUMuLT roars ; 

And, lo, the deſtin'd victims of the laws! 
Diſgorg'd, they pour in dark'ning tribes along, 

And mingle with our DEMOCRATIC THRONG |! 


BRDLAM unlocks her melancholy cells! 
Forth ruſh the Mantacs grim, with joyful yells ; 
They tear their blankets, clap their frenzied hands ; 
They ne” their teeth, they dance, they foam, they 
ſtare: | 
They rend with burſts of laughter wild the air; 
And join, they know not why, our thick'ning bands, 


Thou sux, withdraw thy hated day; 
To Ethiop DARKNEss yield thy reign ; 
And hide in clouds, O moon, thy ray, 
Tor peep upon our ſpectre ſcene !— 
Though faint thy ſolitary light, 
We feel thy feeble beam too bright, 


Ah! Ear, thy triumph now is o'er ! 

Thy cheek, ſo chearful, ſmiles no more: 
Thine eye with diſappointment glooms ! 
Our muſic ſhall be xATURE“'s cry; 

Our tears ſhall feaſt on pIr's 986 
Lo, haggard DEATH prepares his tombs ! 


Hot with the faſcinating grape, we reel ; 
The full proud ſpirit of rebellion feel. 
Som of ſedition, daring Pains, 
Whilſt ſpeech endues thy treaſon tongue, 
Bid the roof ring with damned ſong, 
And Ex EB us ſhall echo back the ſtrain, 


SONG, 


- 
* 
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(OR good fellows all=-Confnfion's the toaſt, | 

| And ſucceſs to our excellent cauſe :— 

As we've notking to %%, lo, nought can be loſt; | 
So perdition to monarchs and laws! 


France ſhews us the way—an example how great ! 
Then, like France, let us ſtir up a riot ; - 

May our names be preſerv'd by ſome damnable feat, 
For what but a wretch would lie quiet? ' 


As we all are poor rogues, 'tis moſt certainly right, * 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder ; a | 

Like the thieves who ſet fire to a dwelling” by night, 
And come in for a ſhare of the plunder. 


Whoever for miſchief invents the beſt plan, | 
Beſt murders, ſets fire, and knocks ee | 
The thanks of our cus ſhall be giv'n to that was, N 
And hemluck ſhall form him a crown. 
Our empire has tow'r'd with a luſtre too long; 
Then blot out this wonderful sux ; 
Let us arm then at once, and in confidence ſtrong. 
Complete what dark Gor box begun. 


But grant a defeat—we are hang'd, and that's all, 
A puniſhment light as a feather j— _ : 

Yet we triumph in death, as we CATIIIN Es fa 
And go to the dev'] together. ; 
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AFTER ſo many years enjoyment of popular fa- 
vour, this Hogarth of the muſes remonſtrates with his 
good friends, the public, on their uncharitably ſup- 
poſing, and reporting, that he has played the furncoat, 
and is become a * flatterer of the crown: 


4% How chang'd his note (they cry), now ſpinning 
« rhymes 
« In compliment to monarchs of the times, . 
% Who lately felt no niercy from his rancour ; 
« The ftar-bedizen'd ſycophants of ſtate, 
%% Blue-ribbon'd knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; 
« Behold him at St. James's ſnug at anchor.“ 


In defending himſelf againſt this calumny, P. P. 
brandiſhes the weapons of wit, ſet to their keeneſt 
edoe ; and cutting away at kings, dukes, and-earls, he 
ſlices them all, with as little mercy as when, in days of 
yore, he at once belabour*d 


„ The Lord's ANOINTED and his louſy cooks !?? 


Thus he ſturdily repels the charge that has been 
brought againſt him: 2 8 


I knuckle not—I owe not to the great 

% A thimble- full of obligation; 
« No luſcious wife have I, their lips to treat, 

« To dift me to PREFERMENT'S 5 ſtation.“ 

X* * * * 0 

« I'm not oblig'd (believe my honeſt word) 
% To kiſs—what ſhall T call't ?—of any lord: 
„ Not pepper-corn acknowledgment I owe em; 
« Nay, like the 60d of truth, I ſcarcely know 'em.“ 


— THE 
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THE 
REMONSTRANCE. 


Integer vVt# feeleriſque Furus, &c. &. Hos. 


The Max of dove-like innocence a ſample, 

So ſweet! ſo mild ! myſelf now, for example, 

Diſdains of Goss FAME the tittle tattle 

Hz begs no NEWS-PAPER to fight his battle 
- VUamov'd, with equal eye on all he looks; 

The LozD's ANoINTED, and his louſy Coors. 


— 


I deem'd rude clamour, in my days of youth, 
The ſolemn voice of all- commanding TUR; 
But now, no more creating awe and wonder: 
Old empty hogſheads, rumbiing in a cart, 
hat male ſome people gape, and ſtare, and ſtart, 
As well may tell me, Were the NoBLE THUNDER.” 


I — — — 


O DE. | 
WW 16 gapes the thoughtleſs mouth of moon- ey d 


WONDER, | 
Whilſt <* $00, Gran, trumpet, blunderbuſs, and thun- 
66 or, T 
With carLumny's dark hounds the Baz» purſue: 
Bring on his marrow-bones th' apoſtate down, 
« The turncoat is a flatt*rer of the crown; | 
„Burn all his verſes, burn the author too.“ 


Such is the ſound of millions, ſuch the roar 
Of billows booming on the rocky ſhore! 


«© How chang'd his note (they cry), now. ſpinning 
„ rhymes | 

**.In compliment to monarchs of the: times, 

LI a. « Who 
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© Who lately felt no mercy from his rancour ; 

© The ſtar-bedizen'd ſycophants of ſtate, 

« Blue-ribbon'd knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; 
« Behold him at St. James's ſnug at anchor.“ 


Thus on my ears, fo patient let me fay, | 
They pour their rough, rude-peals of groundleſs 
clamour ; | 
Battering,- pell mell, upon my head away, 
Juſt like on anvils the ſmith's fledge and hammer ! 


Howe'er the worla in feorn may ſhake its head, 
Nor knave nor fool through me fhalt current paſs; 
Too honeſt yet, I thank my ſtars, to ſpread 
The mvsr's filver o'er a lump of braſs, 


] own the voice of cENSURE very proper; 
Greatly reſembling a tobacco-ſtopper:; 
Confining all the feeds of fire fo ſtout, 
And quick in growth, when left to run about: 


But poſſibly I'm harden'd—yes, I fear 
Her frequent ſtrokes have form'd a callous ear. 


There was a time when PETER, ghoſt-like, ſtar d 
When cENSsURE thunder'd !--ſtar'd with awe pre- 
found ; | | 
With ſighs, to deprecate her wrath, prepar'd ; 
So chill'd with horror at the folemn ſound | 
But harden'd, ſoon he gave his ague o'er, 
Look'd up, and ſmil'd, and thought of her no more. 


Thus, when an earthquake bids Jamaica tremble, 
On Suviday all the folks. to. church aſſemble, 

To ſooth Jznovan ſo-devoutly ſtudying— _ 
Proſtrate they vow to keep his holy laws.: 
Returning home, they ſmite their hungry craws, 

And ſcarce indulge them with a ſlice of pudding 
Deeming, in earthquake time, a dainty. board 
A ſad abomination to the Loxp ! 


Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts recover; 


The tempeſt of their fears. blown over, 
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Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake, 
They think they have no bus'neſs now with church; 
So, calmly leave th'ALMIGnTy in the lurch, 
And fin it—till he gives a /ccond ſhake, 


The ladies, too, have join'd the gen'ral cry: 

What! | thoſe divinities in PETER's eye 

3 in petticoats /—it ill behoves em: 
What! bite the conſtant sr EN TOR of their praiſe, 
Who robb'd the muſes of their Au e te lays, 

To tell the world how much he loves em! 


The bard, who vouches for their Sarmigſs ſouls, 
And like another Cicero perſuades, 

The frenzied eye of admiration roll&— — 
Ready to kneel and worſhip 'em—Oh, jades !- 


. LAbiEs and GENTLEMEN, 
Know, that I ſcorn a proſtituted pen: 
No royal rotten wood my verſe veneets— 

O yield me, for a moment yield your ears. 


Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed, 
Though 1 may be, we muft ſupport the breed. 
Yet join I-iffue with you—yes, tis granted, 
That though the world ſuch royal tolly rules, 
As bids us think thrones advertiſe for fools; . 
Yet is a king an utenſil much wanted 


A ſcrew, a nail, a bolt, to keep together 

The ſhip's old leaky ſides in ſtormy weather; 
Which ſcrew, or nail, or bolt, its work performs, 
Though downright ignorant of ſhips and ſtorms. 


I knuckle not—1 owe not to the great * 


A thimble- full of obligation; 
Nor luſcious wife have I, their lips to treat, 
To lift me to PREFERMENT'S funny ſtation; 


Like many a gentleman whom Lovs-promotes, . 
Whoſe lofty front the ray of gold adorns; . 
Reſembling certain moſt ingenious goats, 
That climb up precipices by their horas. - 
| | L13 I'm 
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'm not oblig'd. (believe my honeſt wordꝰ 
To kiſs— what ſhall I call't? —of any lord :- 
Not pepper-corn acknowl:dgment I owe em; 
Nay, like the cop of truth, I ſcarcely know em. 


By me unprais'd are dukes and earls : 

At ſuch moſt commonly my ſatire ſnarles— 
Ay pride, like theirs, the high-nos'd elves, 
Who love what's equal only to themſelves. 


As for court virtues, whereſoe er they lie, 
1 leave them all to Miſer Laureat Pye, 
The faſhionable bard, whom courts revere ; | 
Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace, 
Deep laden with his fovereign, twice a-year,. 
Around Parnaſſus's old famous baſe : 
Not only proving his great king alive, 
But that, like docks, the royal virtues thrive. 


But I'm not qualified to be a hack; 

Too proud to carry lumber on my back ;— 
Too dainty is my Lady Muſe, I hope, 
Into a coal-ſhed to convert her ſhop ; 
Her ſhop, indeed—a very handſome room, 
Fill'd with rich fpices and Parnaſſian bloom. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Court poets muſt create—on triſſes rant — 
Make ſomething out of nothing—Lord, I can't! 
Bards muſt bid virtnes crowd on kings in ſwarms, 
. - However from ſuch company remote ;— 
Juſt as good-natur'd heralds make up arms 
For nabob-robbers born without a coat. 


I'm a poor botching taylor for a court, 
Low bred on liver, and what clowns call nugget “: 
Beſides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 
cannot ſew gold lace upon a drugget. 


Say not Im turn towards the $czPTRED GREAT; | 
Talk not of kings—I deem one half a cheat: 


® Part of the entrails of gertain cattle. 


Felt 
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Felt is their weakneſs—huſks, mere huſks of men ? 
Yes, they create NoBILITY—TI know it; 
The verieſt ideot of them all can do it, 
And on the falcon's perch can place the wren. 


But can a king command th? æthereal flame 
That clothes with immortality a name? 
Oh, could the xAact th fire zthereal catch? ' 
But no ſuch privilege to Kings is giv'n : 
Sa very low their int'reſt lies in heav'n, 
They can't command enough to light a match, 


No, Sirs, and therefore pray be civil; 
F've not yet bargain'd with the devil. 


Vet grant me ſold I've precedents a ſtore ; ; 

Beſides, we poets are confounded poor :: - 

And, ah ! how hard to ſtarve, to pleaſe MORALITY |. 
For xvxGER, thougb a fav'rite of old sarxTs, 
Whoſe pinching virtue pious hiſt'ry. paints, 

Is reckon'd now- a 'FELLow of bad quality.: 
Not deem'd a gentleman—can' t ſhiew his face, 
E'en where SAINT PETER's * children dive the grace! 


A roſy ſinner, LuxuzY yclepe, 


Long, in his place hath eat, and 3 and flepe. 


Yes (as I've ſaid), we bards are moſtly poor, 

Can ſcarcely drive gaunt famine from the door ! 
That Helicon's a helliſh ſtream, God knows ! 

Ah me! moſt rarely it Pactolian flows: 

Though ſharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thick, 
Few are the golden grains that yoErTs pick; 

And yet each new advent'rer of the NINE, 

Thinks all Parnaſſus one mere golden mine. 


All chis by way of wild digreflion— 
And now for my political confeſſion. 


Again, ye Crown-and-Anchor ſinners, 
I reprobate your revolution-dinners. 


„ Anchbiſhops, biſhops, &c» 
| NAaTuRxE 
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Naronz at times makes wretched wares 
(Amongſt the ſmiling corn like tares) ; 
Men.with ſuch miſerable ſouls ! 
Nought pleaſes, from the moment of their birth ; 
With horror for a while they blot the earth, 
Then, crab- like, crawl into their burying-holes. 


How like a dreary dull December pay, 
That ſhews his muddy diſcontented head, 
Low'rs on the world awhile, then moves away 
In-gloom and ſullenneſs to bed. 


Have not our revolution hoſt-a few 
Of ſouls of this ſame Ethiop hue ? 


Permit me, Sirs, to tell ye, you are mad; 

Our caſe, although not mortal, yet quite bad: 
An ugly inflammation of the brain. 

Although a dull phyſician, I could find 

Something to calm the hurry of the mind, 

And bring you back to common fenſe again—- 

The ſtocks would do it, gentlemen, or jails: 

A heavy neftrum—yet it rarely fails. 


Lo, D&UNKENNEsSS, a bluſt'ring, bullying blade, 
The cock'd hat covering half one eye ſo brave, 

As though dread valour were his meat, his trade, 
Nature a driv'ller, and the world his flave : 

He rants, roars, prays, howls, ſwears, on boldly goes, 

To ſeize ſun, moon, and planets, by the noſe; 


When, lo, NISRr's long ſtaff d GUARDIAN to him 
ſteals, ; 
Squints with one eye on him, and then the other : 
To pillow well his head, trips up his heels, | 
And lays him on old Earth, our common mother 


Thence at the Round-houſe, in about an hour, 
Renews his poor debilitated pow'r 

Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, ſeeing— 
Yet is this WATCHMAN, too, a heavy BEING, 8 
; Reel 
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Keel up Hes Fu ANcE!—long may ſhe keep that poſture! 
Her knav'ry, folly, on the rocks have toſt her 
Behold the thouſands that ſurround the wreck ? 
Her cables parted, rudder gone, _ 
Split all her fails, her main-maſt down, | 
Choak'd all her pumps, broke in her deck; 
-=— for the winds, the billows o'er her roll ! 
ow am I glad of it with all my ſoul. 


Faaxce lifts the buſy fword of blood no more; 


Loſt to its giant graſp the wither'd hand ; 
O ſay, what kingdom can her fate deplore, 


The dark diſturber of each happy land ? 


To Britain an inſidious damn'd Ta 
Remember, Engliſhmen, old Cato's cry, 
And keep that patriot model in your eye— 

His conſtant cry, Delenda off CaxTHAGO." 


France is our Carthage, that ſworn foe to truth, 
Whoſe perfdy deſerves th' eternal chain 

And now ſhe's down, our Britiſh bucks forſooth 
Would lift the ſtabbing ſtrumpet up again. 


Love I the French ?—By heav'ns, 'tis no ſuch matter 
Who loves a Frenchman, wars with ſimple nature. 
What Frenchman loves a Briton ?—None : 
Yet by the hand this enemy we take ; 
Yes, blund'ring Britons boſom up the ſnake, 
And feel themſelves, too late indeed, undone. 


The converſe chaſte of day, and eke of night, 
The kiſs-clad moments of ſupreme delight, 
To Love's pure paſſion only due; | 
The ſeraph ſmile, that ſoft ey'd rxiexDsnLy wears, 
And zozRaw's balm of ſympathiſing tears, 
Thoſe iron fellows never knew. 


For this I hate them.-Art, all varniſh'd art * 
This doth EXPERIENCE ev'ry moment prove: 

And hollow muſt to all things be the heart, 
That for ta beauty, which deceives in love. 


Hear 
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Hear me, Dans Naruxr, on thoſe men of cut. -- 
- Bluſh at a FxEncnman's Heart, thy handy-work; 
A dung-hil, that luxuriant feeds 
The gaudy and the rankeſt weeds : 
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core, 
Like flies in carrion—pr'ythee, make no more, 


Not but a neighb'ring nation to the French 
Have morals that emit a ſtronger ſtench, 

That Chriſtian noſes ſcarcely can withſtand : 
The nEaxT a dungeon, hollow, dark, and foul, 
The dwelling of the toad, ſnake, bat, and owl, 

Demons, and all the grimly ſpectre band. 


Mad fools!— And can we deem the French profound, 
And, pleas'd,. their infant politics embrace, 

Who drag a noble pyramid to ground. 
Without one pebble to ſupply its place? 


Yet are they follow d, prais'd, admir'd, ador d. 
Be with ſuch praiſe theſe ears no longer bord! 
This moment could I prove it to the nation all, 
That verily a FRENCHMAN is not rational, 


Ves, FRENCH#MEN, this is my unvarying creed, 
% You are not rational, indeed; | 
% Solow have fond conceit and folly ſunk ye: 
« Only a larger kind of monkey!“ 


& What art thou writing now,” the worLD exclaims, 
„ Thou man of braſs ?” | 

Good worLD, no names, no names I beg, no names— 
Writing ?—an ode to my old fav'rite Ass. 


Not making royal varniſh—no ! | 
My ass's virtues bid my numbers flow : . 
PETER his name, my nameſake, a good beaſt; 

A ſervant to my family ſome years 
To me is gratitude a turtle feaſt; 

It is a virtue that my ſoul reveres; 
And therefore I've been fabricating metre 
All in the praiſe of honeſt PETER. 


THIS. 


1 395 J] 


THIS © Remonſtrance' is deſigned as an anſwer to 
thoſe who have attributed his late apparent change of 
ſentiments to the all- powerful influence of a penſion. 
The charge he repels with pleaſantry, or with indig- 
nant ſarcaſm. 


TO MY 
K 3, PE 


O THO , my ſolemn friend, of man deſpis'd, 
But not by me deſpisꝰd - reſpected long 

To prove how much thy qualities are priz d, 
Accept, old fellow-trav'ller, a ſong. 


My great great ANCESTOR, of lyric fame, 

Immortal! threw a glory round the Hoe; 

Then, as I lit my candle at his flame, 
That candle ſhall illumine ee of courſe, 


For why not thou, in works and virtues rich, 
In FAme's fair temple alſo boaſt a niche? 


How many a genius, *midſt a vulgar pack, 
Ozr1v1oxs ſtuffs into her ſooty ſack, 

Calmly as Jew old-clothes men, in their bags, 
Mix fome great man's lac'd coat with dirty rags ; 
Or ſatin petticoat of ſome ſweet maid, | 
That o'er her beauties caſt an envious ſhade ! 
And what's the reaſon ?—Reaſon too apparent! 
Ah! © guia vate ſacro carent. 

As Horace ſays, that bard divine, 

Whoſe wits fo fortunately jump with mine. 


Ah, PETER, I remember, oft, when tir'd, 
And moſt unpleaſantly at times bemir'd, - 
Bold 
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Bold haſt thou ſaid, . I'll budge not one inch further; 
„And now, young MASTER, you may kick or mur- 
7  -— 3 er.” 3 

Then have I cudgell'd thee—a fruitleſs matter! 

For *twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter. 
Though, BaLaan-like, I curs'd thee with a ſmack ; 
Sturdy thou dropp'dſt thine ears upon thy back, 

And trotting retrograde, with wriggling tail, 

In vain did I thy running rump aſſail: 


For lo, between thy legs thou putt'dſt thine head, 
And gaveſt me a puddle for a bed. 
| Now this was fair—the action bore no guile : 
Thou duck'dſt me not, like Juvas, with a ſmile. 
O, were the manners of ſome monarchs /uch, 

Who ſmile ev'n in the cloſe inſidious hour 

That kicks th' unguarded minion from his pow's ! 
But this is aſking p'rhaps of kings too much, 


O PETER, little didſt thou think, I ween, 
When I a ſchoolboy on thy back was ſeen, 
Riding thee oft, in attitude uncouth ; 

For bridle, an old garter in thy mouth, 
Jogging and whiſtling wild o'er hill and dale, 
On ſloes, or nuts, or ſtrawb'ries to regale 


I fay, O PETER, little didſt thou think, 
That 7, thy nameſake, in immortal ink 
Should dip my pen, and riſe a awond”rous bard, 
And gain ſuch praiſe, susLIMITx's reward; 


But not the LAUREI—honour much too high; 
Giv'n by the RING or 1sLEs to Mifter Pyx, 
Who ſings his sov'xEIGx's virtues twice a- year, 
And therefore cannot chronicle $MALL BEER. 


Yet ſimple as Montaigne, T'lI tell thee true; 

There are, who on my verſes look afteww, 
And call my lyric lucubrations u: 

But I'm a mode, not wnconnyinge elf, 

Or I could fay /uch things about myſelf 
But God forbid that I ſhould puff ! 


Yet 


Yet nat'ral are 51 8 „ | 
Like ſnakes they writhe about the heart's affections, 
And ſometimes too infuſe a poiſonous ſpirit; ” 
Producing, as by nat'raliſts Im told, 
Torpid inſenſibility, ſo cold 
To ev'ry brother's riſing merit. 


WiIrs to each other juſt like loadſtones act, 

That do not always like firm friends attract; 
Though of the ſame rare nature, (ſtrange to tell!) 
The little harden'd rogues as oft repel. | 


But lo, of thee T'll ſpeak, my long ear'd friend! 
Great were the wonders of thy heels of yore; 
Victorious, for lac'd hats didſt thou contend ; 
And ribbons grac'd thy ears—a gaudy ſtore. 


Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud, proud day, 
Not thou, but which thy rider wore away; 
Triumphant ſtrutting through the world he ſtrode, 
Great foul! deſerving an Olympic Ode. 


Thy bravery often did I much approve : 
Rais'd by that queen of paſſions, Love. 
Whene'er in Love's delicious frenzy croſt 

By long-ear'd brothers, lo, wert thou a ht 
Love did thy lion-heart with courage ſteel ! 
Quicker than that of VesTRIs mov'd thy heel: 
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didſt ſmite! 
And then no alderman could match thy bite! 


And is thy race no more rever'd ? 
Indeed, tis greatly to be fear'd ! 


Yet ſhalt THow flouriſh in immortal ſong, 
To me if immortality belong; 
For ſtranger things than 74:5 have come to paſs 
PosTERITY thine hiſt'ry ſhall devour, 
And read with pleaſure how, when vernal ſhow'r 
In gay profuſion rais'd the dewy graſs, 
T led thee forth, thine appetite to pleaſe, 
And *mid the verdure ſaw thee up to knees! 


M m 
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Sao, oft I pluck'd the tender blade; 
And, happy, how thou cam'ſt at my command, 


And wantoning around, as though atraid, 


With poking neck didſt pull it from my hand, 
Then ſcamper, kicking, frolickſome, away, 
With ſuch a faſcinating bray ! 


Where oft I paid the viſits, and where thou 
Didſt cock with happineſs thy kingly ears, 
And grin ſo *witchingly, I can't tell how, 
And dart at me ſuch friendly leers ; 


With ſuch a ſmiling head, and laughing tail; 
And ay mov'd, how, griev'd, thou ſeem'dſt 
to ſay, 
Dear MA8TER, let your humble Ass prevail; 
„Pray, MASTER, do not go away“ 
And how (for what than friendſhip can be ſweeter ?) - 
I gave thee graſs again, O pleaſant PETER. 


And how, when wINTER bade the herbage die, 
And nature mourn'd beneath the ſtormy ſky ; 
When waving trees, ſurcharg'd 2 chilling rain, 
Dropp'd ſeeming tears upon the h ad plain, 

I gave thee a good ſtable, warm as wool, 

With oats to grind, and hay to pul- 

Thus, whilſt abroad DECEMRER rul'd the day, 
How PLENTY ſhew'd abithin, the blooming May F 


And lo, to future times it ſhall be known, 

How, twice-a-day, to comb and rub thee down, 
And be thy bed-maker at night, 

Thy groom attended, both with hay and oat, 

By which thy back could boaſt a handſome coat, 
And laugh at many a fine court lord and knight, 

Whoſe ftrutting coats belong p*rhaps to the tailor, 

And probably their bodies to the jailor ! 


What though no dimples thou haſt got, 

Black ſparkling eyes (the faſhion) are thy lot, 
And oft a *witching {mile and chearful laugh; 

And then thy cleanline/s /—"tis ſtrange to utter! 

Like fin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter ; 
And then the ſtream fo daintily doſt quaff! 
Unlike 
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Unlike a country alderman, who blows, 
And in the mug baptizeth mouth and noſe !” 


What though I've heard ſome voices ſweeter, 
Yet exquiſite thy hearing, gentle PETER 
Whether a Judge 2 muſic, I don't know 

| f ſo 
Fhou-haſt th advantage got of many a ſcore 
That enter at the opera door. 


Some people think thy tones are rather coarſe ; 
Ev*n Jlove-fick tones addrefs'd to Lady Aﬀes—- 
Ofaves, indeed, of wond*rous force; 
And yet thy voice full many a voice ſurpaſſes. 


Loznp Carprean, if rightly I divine, 
Would very gladly give is voice for thine : 


And Lapy Movxrt “, her mMajesTY's fine foil 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly to1!, 

Poor lady! who has quarrell'd with the graces, 
Would very willingly change faces. 


How honour'd once wert thou! but ah, no more! 
Thus, too, deſpir'd the bards - eſeem' d of yore 
How rated once, the tuneful TR RES Of GREECE! 
zem'd much like di!monds—thouſands worth apiece ! 


How great was Pinpax's glory! On a day, 
Entering AzoLLo's church, to pray, y 
Ihe Lab of the ſacred fane, or MAref, 
Or, in more clafiic term, the PrIESTESs, * 
Addreſs'd him with ineffable delight | 
„GREAT Six (quoth ſhe) in pigs, and ſheep, and 
“ calves, 
« Maſter iaſiſis upon't that you go halves: 
To beff his godſhip alſo gives you right.“ 


Thus did the rwalx moſt hearty dinners make; 
PinDax and PHoEBpys eating ſteak and ſteak : 


Her M— x is always happy to have LADY MouxT Eo 
by her fide, as being one of the uglieſt women in England—n 
ſhort, his Log sir in petticoats. 


Mm a. When 
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When, too (PavsaNn1as ſays), to pleaſe the oo 
Between each mouthful Pix DAx ſung an ep ! 


Thus, half a deity was this great PoET | 
Now this was grand in PHozBUS—vaſtly civil 
How chang'd are things! the preſent moments ſhew it; 
For bard is now ſynonimous with devil. 


Jaſt to three hundred years ago, I ſpeak— 
How /mple [cholarſhip was wont to rule! 
A man'like Doctor Pars, that mouth*'d but Gree#, 
Was almoſt worſhipp'd by the sa6x and roor ; 
Deem'd by the world, indeed, a firſt- rate ſtar. 
How diff rent zow the fate of Docrox Para ! 


Unknown he walks !—his name no infants liſp 
Not only reckon'd not a firſt-rate ſtar F 
Is this our Greek man, Doctor Pars, 

But, gods! not equal to a Will-o'-wiſp ! 


Plague on't ! how niggardly the trump of fame, 
That wakens not * Bellendenus on the ſhelf ! 
The world fo ſtill, too, on the DocTor's name, 

The man is really forc'd to praiſe him/elf / 


% Archbiſhops, biſhops {ſo ſays Doctor Pars), 
« By Alpha, Beta, merely, have been made ; 
& Why from the mitre, then, am J ſo far; 
« So long a dray-horſe in this thundering trade? 
4% O Pirr, ſhame on thee !—art thou ill to ſeek 
« The foul of wiſdom in the /ownd of Greek? 


PzTER, ſuppoſe we make a bit of ſtyle, 
And reſt ourſelves a little while ? 


*The Preface to Bellendenus was a coup d' effai of the DocTor's 
for a biſhoprick—lt was the child of his detage. The pap of party 
ſupported it ſome little time; when, after ſeveral ftruggles to re- 
main amongſt us, it paid the laſt debt cf nature. 
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IN CONTINUATION, 


HUS endeth Doctor Pars ; and now again, 
To thee, as good a ſubject, flows the ſtrain. 
Permit me, PETER, in my lyric canter, 
Juſt to ſpeak Latin tempora mutantur /*! 


King: did not ſcorn to preſs your backs of yore; 
But now, with humbled neck and patient face, 
Tied to a thieviſh miller's duſty door, 
I mark thy fall'n and diſregarded race. 


To chimney- ſweepers now a common hack; 

Now with a brace of ſand-bags on your back! 

No gorgeous ſaddles yours—no iv*ry cribs ; 

No filken girts ſurround your ribs; 

No xo YAL hands your cheeks with pleaſure. pat; 
Cheeks by a roguiſh halter preſt 
Your ears and rump, of inſolence the jeſt ; 

Dragg'd, kick'd, and pummell'd, by a beggar's brat. 


Thus, as I've ſaid, your race is much degraded ! 
And much, too, is the yoeT's glory faded! 


A time there was, when kings of this fair LAN B, 
So meek, would creep to POETS, cap in hand, 
Begging, as *twere for alms, a grain of fame, 

To ſweeten a poor putrifying name 

But paſt are thoſe rich hours! ah, hours of yore / ” 
Thoſe golden ſands of Time ſhall glide no more. 


Yet are we not in thy diſtarded ſtate, 

Whate'er may be the future will of rArE; ; 
Since, as we find by PyE (what ſtil] muſt pride us), 
Kings twice-a:year can condeſcend to ride us. 


THIS is a very pretty poem, full of benevolent re- 
gard to the long ear'd friend of his youth, and glowing 
with a fond remembrance of the pleafures and paſtimes 
of his eallier days. Aye! Peter Pindar's aſs ſhall trot - 
down to poſterity, with his honeſt brethren, the aſs of 
Sterne, and the Dapple of Sancho Panca. - 
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AFTER-REFLECTION. 


Ne. woRLD, thou ſesſt the ſtuff of which I'm 
made; 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful trade; 
Leaving with high contempt the courtier claſs, 
To ſing the merits of the humble Ass. 


| 

| | 

| Yet ſhould a miracle the PALAck mend, 

| And high-nos'd Sar'sB'x to the viRTUEs ſend, 

Commanding them to come and chat with x1x6s ; 

Well pleas'd repentant finners to ſupport, 

| So help me, 1MpUDENCE, I'Il go to court! 

| Beſides, I dearly love to ſee range things. 

i | 


TO THE 


| 
| 

| 4 „ 

| PROEMIUM 


MAGPIE axp ROBIN RED-BREAST. 


He varied are our taſtes! Dame Nature's plan, 

All for wie reaſons, ſince the world began: 
Yes, yes, the good old Lay acted right: 

Had things been otherwiſe, like wolves and bears, 

We all had fall'n together by the ears— 

Dne object had produc'd an endleſs fight. 


- n 
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Nettles had ſtrew'd LI FE's path, inſtead of re/es ; 
And multitudes of mortal faces, | 
Printed with hiſtories of bloody noſes, 


Had taken leave of abſence of the GRAcES. 
Now 


2 
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Now interrupting not each other's line, 
You ride your hobby-horſe, and J ride mine 
You preſs the blue-ey'd CHLOE to your arms, 
And I the black-ey'd Sayrno's browner charms : 
Thus fituated in our different bliſſes, 
We ſquint not envious on each other's kiſſes. 


Yet are there ſome exceptions to this rule: 
We meet with now and then a ſtubborn fool, 
Dragooning us into his predilections; 

As though there was no dif” rence in affections, 
And that it was the booby's firm belief, 

Pork cannot pleaſe, becauſe he doats on beef / 


Again—how weak the ways of /ome, and fad ! 
One would ſuppoſe the man-creation mad. 


Lo ! this poor fellow, folly-drunk, he rambles, 
And flings himſelf into misFoRTUNE's brambles, 
In full purſuit of HAPPINESS's treaſure ; 
When, with a little glance of circumſpection, 
A muſtard-grain of ſenſe—a child's reflection 
The fool had cours'd the velvet lawn of PLEASURE. 


Idly he braves the ſurge and roaring gale ; 
hen REASON, if conſulted with a ſmile, 
Had tow'd through ſummer ſeas his filken /ail, 
And ſav'd a dangerous and Herculean toil. 


Yes, as I've ſomewhere ſaid above, I find, 
That many a man has many a mind. 
| 0 
How I hate pxUNKENNEss, a naſty pig! 
With ſnuff-ſtain'd neckcloth, without hat or wig, , 
Reeling, and belching wiſdom in one's face ! 
How I hate BuLLY Ueroar from my ſoul, 
Whom nought but whips and priſons can controul, 
Thoſe neceſſary implements of ACE; 


Yet altars riſe to DRUNKENNESsS and B10 
How few to mild $0BRIETY and QUIET ! 
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Thou art my goddeſs, s011TUptE—to thee, 

Parent of dove-ey'd PpEAck, I bend the knee? 
O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat, 

Whence ſoars the lark amid the radiant hour, 

Where many a varied chaſte and fragrant flow'r, 
Turns coyly from Rogue Zeravyr's whiſper ſweet ?* 


Bleſt ur! who wantons o'er thy wide domain, 
And kiſſes all the BzavT1Es of the plain: 


Where, happy, *mid the all-enlivening ray, 
The inſect nations ſpend the buſy day, | 
Wing the pure fields of air, and crawl the ground; 
Where, idle none, the Jew-Jlike myriads range, 
Juſt like the Hebrews at high Change, 
Diffuſing hum of Babel- notes around! 


Where health, ſo wild and gay, with boſom bare, 


And roſy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair, 
= with a ſmile the breezy ſcenes « Tay 
And pours the ſpirit of content in fong ! 


Thus, taſtes are various, as I've ſaid before 
Theſe damn moſt cordially, what thoſe adore. 


WE muſt congratulate Peter on his return home 
again: he is in his own element, pleafant, Ir and 
ſatirical but whether theſe events happened in the late 
or the former royal tour, hiſtory is filent, and we can- 
not explain, We ſhould add a word or two about de- 
corum ; but it is, we find, to no purpoſe, for Peter 
will laugh on; and, as we ſeldom found him fo en- 
tertaining on other ſubjects, we ſhould be a little in- 
conſiſtent, if we precluded him from one which is ſo 
congenia] to his talents, . | 


THE 


l 


THE 
MAGPIE and ROBIN RED-BREAST. 


R 1 


A MAGPIE, in the ſpirit of romance, 
Much like the fam'd reformers now of France, 
Flew from the dwelling of an old PoissArDE ; 
Where, ſometimes iz his cage, and ſometimes on, 
He juſtified the revolution rout, | 
That is, call'd names, and got a ſop for his reward. 


Red-hot with monarch-roaſting coals, 
Juſt like his old fiſh-thund*ring dame, 

He left the queen of crabs, and plaice, and ſoles, 
To kindle in Old Englaud's realm a flame. 


Arriv'd at evening's philoſophic hour, 
He reſted on a rural antique tow'r, 

Some BARON's caſtle in the days of old; 
When furious wars, miſnomer'd civil, 
Sent mighty chiefs to ſee the dev'l, 

Leaving behind their bodies for rich mould, 
That pliable from form to form patroles, 
Making freſh houſes for new ſouls, 


Perch'd on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye, 
And hops like modern beaux in country dances ; 

Looks dev'liſh knowing, with his head awry, 
Squinting with connoiſſeurſhip glances, 


All on a ſudden, Maccor ſtarts and ſtares, 

And wonders, and for ſomewhat range prepares; 
But lo, his wonder did not hold him long 

Soft from a buſh below, divinely clear, 

A modeſt warble melted on his ear, 


A plaintive, ſoothing, ſolitary ſong— 
A ſtealing, 
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A ſtealing, timid, unpreſuming ſound, 

Afraid dim NATURE's deep repoſe to wound; 
That huſh'd (a death-like pauſe) the rude sVBLIME, 

This was a novelty to Mas, indeed, 

Who, pulling up his ſpindle ſhanks with ſpeed, 
Dropp'd from his turret, half devour'd by TIME, 

A la Frangoiſe, upon the ſpray | . 

Where a lone red-breaſt pour'd to eve his lay. 


Staring the modeſt minſtrel in the face, 
Familiar, and with arch grimace, 

He conn'd the duſky warbler o'er and o'er, 
As though he knew him years before; 

And thus began, with ſeeming great civility, 
All in the Paris eaſe of volubility— 


„ What—Bopsy ! dam'me, is it you, 

4 That thus your pretty phiz to muſic ſcrew, 

« So far from hamlet, village, town, and city, 
« To glad old battlements with dull pſalm ditty ? 


„ *Sdeath ! what a pleaſant, lively, merry ſcene! 

«« Plenty of bats, and owls, and ghoſts, I ween ; 

« Rare midnight ſcreeches, Bos, between you all: 

«© Why, what's the name on't, Bozzy ? diſmal Hall? 


© Come, to be ſerious—curſe this queer old ſpot, 
„ And let thy owliſh habitation rot! 
„% Join me, and ſoon in riot will we revel : 
4 T']] teach thee how to curſe, and call folks names, 
6 And be expert in treaſon, murder, flames, 
And moſt diuinely play the devil. 


„ Yes, thou ſhalt leave this ſpectred hole, 
And prove thou haſt a bit of ſou! : 
“Soon ſhalt thou ſee old ſtupid Lo N DN dance; 
& There will we ſhine immortal knaves; 
“ Not ſteal unknown, like cuckows, to our graves, 
“ But imitate the geniuſes of FAN ex. 


& Who'd be that monkiſh, cloiſter'd thing, a muſcle ?- 
„Importance only can ariſe from buſtle ! 
« Tornadog.. 
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1 Tornado, thunder, light'ning, tumult, ſtrife, 

& Theſe charm, and add a dignity to life. 

« That thou ſhould'ſt chooſe this ſpot, is monſtrous 
« odd ; ? "3 

“ Poh, poh! thou canſt not like this life, by G.!“ 


& Sir!” like one thunder-ſtricken, ſtaring wide 
“ Can you be ſerious, Sir?“ the og cried, 

« Serious?!” rejoin'd the MAGPIE, © aye, my boy 
« So come, let's play the devil, and enjoy.“ 


&« Flames !* quoth the Rox and in riot revel, 
„Call names, and curſe, divinely play the devil! 

« I cannot, for my life, the fun diſcern.” 

„% No!—bluſh then, Bos, and follow me, and learn.“ 


* Excuſe me, Sir,“ the modeſt RERMIF Cried 

«© Hell's not the hobby-horſeI wiſh to ride. 

« Hell!” laugh'd the acre, hell no longer dread ; 
„% Why, Bos, in France the devil's lately dead: 


« Damnation vulgar to a Frenchman's hearing 
„% The word is only kept alive for ſwearing. 

* Againſt futurity they all proteſt : 

And Gop and Heav'n are grown a ſtanding jeſt, 


„ Brimſtone and fin are downright out of faſhion ; 
* FRANCE is quite alter'd—now a thinking nation: 
No more of penitential tears and groans ! 

„ PHILOSOPHY has crack'd RELIG10N's bones. 


« As for your Savisur of a wicked world, 

Long from his conſequence has he been hurl'd ; 
„They do acknowledge juch a man, dye ſee ; 

«+ But then they call him ſimple Monstevs Cnrrsr, 
*« Bos, for thy ignorance, pray bluſh for ſhame— 
„ Behold, thy Doctor PriesTLEY ſays the ſame, 


„Well! now thou fully art convinc'd—let's go.” 
„What curſed doQtrine,”” quoth the ao⁰ N, „ No 
I won't go—no! thy ſpeeches make me ſnudder. “ 
Poor RoBin !” quoth the MAS PER, „what a pudder! 
« Be 
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Be damn'd then, Bozzy”—flying off, he rav'd 
“And (quoth the Ronin) Sir, may you be /av'd ! 

This ſaid, the tuneful srRITE renew'd his lay; 

A ſweet and farewel hymn to parting var. 


* 


/ 


IN Trowmas Paint the MAGIE doth appear: 
That I'm Poox Rogzix, is not quite ſo clear. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


TO THE CANDID READER, 


1 REALLY think that this Tale of the MaepIE and 
Rozin ought immediately to have followed the Rx- 
MONSTRANCE : but as di/order, inſtead of order, is the 
leading feature of my ſublime LVRIC BRETHREN of 
-old, I ſhall take the liberty of ſheltering myſelf under 
the wing of their /acred names. The fable was written 
in conſequence of a ſtrenuous application of a red-hot 
REVOLUTIONIST to a POET in the country, preſſing 
him to become a member of the Oxptrx of Con- 


FUSION. 


n 1 


— 


THE wicked Magpie is Mr. Paine, the prince of 
democratic writers; and if the character of the Robin 
( ſweet Robin !“) be referred to the poet himſelf, 

he will not be offended by the application; though he 
madeſtly appears to evade it, by the laſt couplet, or 
moral of the fable-; | 


In Thomas Paine the Magpie doth appear ; 
That I'm Poor Robin, is not guite /o clear,” 
| AN 


APOLOGY ro KINGS. 


A want of candour really is not right, 

I own my ſatire too inclin'd to bite: _ 
On K«1NGs behold it brea&faft, dine, and /up— 
Now ſhall ſhe praiſe, and try to make it up. 


Why will the ſimple world expect wiſe things, 
From lofty folk, particularly kings ? 
Look on their poverty of education ! 
Ador'd and flatter'd, taught that they are cops, 
And by their awful frowns and nods, 
Jove-Like, to ſhake the pillars of creation! 


They ſcorn that little uſeſul t call'd mip, 

Who fits them for the circle of mankind ! 

Pz1DE their companion, and the worxLD their hate; 
Immur'd, they doze in ignorance and ſtate. 


Sometimes, indeed, GREAT KINGS wrll condeſcend 
A little with their /e to unbend ! | 
An inſtance take: A Kr1NG of this great land, 
In days of yore, we underſtand, 
Did viſit SaL'sBURx's old church fo fair: 
An EARL of PEmBROKE was the Mon cn guide; 
Incog. they travell'd, ſhuffling fide by fide ; 
And into the cathedral ſtole the earn. 


The vezorr met them in his blue ſilk gown, 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rev'rence down, 
Low as an afs to lick a lock of hay : 

Looking the frighten'd vER ERA through and through. 
All with his eye-glaſs—** Well, Sir, who are you # 
What, what, Sir? —hey, Sir ?““ deign'd the king to 

ſay. 5 
Nn Hm 
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„ am the veRGER here, moſt mighty * KING: 
In this cathedral I do ev'ry thing ; 
-«c Sweep it, an't pleaſe ye, Sir, and keep it clean.“ 
„Hey? VERGER! VERGER !—you the VERGER ? 
66 —hey ?” 
„ Yes, pleaſe your glorious MajesTr, I be,” 
The vERGER anſwer'd with the mildeſt mien. 


Then turn'd the x1nG about towards the PEER, 


And wink'd, and laugh'd, then whiſper'd in his ear, 

% Hey, hey—what, what—fine fellow, pon my word: 

I'll knight him, knight him, knight him—hey, my 
„Lord.?“ 


TT is a fatire-royal ; and if any thing were yet want- 
ing to convince us that Maſter Pindar is no turncoat, here 
s proof ſufficient ; 


Then with his glaſs, as hard as eye could ſtrain, 
He kenn'd the trembling vERGEx o'er again. 


He's a poor wcrger, Stxx, his Lordſhip cried : 


« Sixpence would hand/omely requite him.“ 
Poor verger, verger, hey?“ the king replied : 
„No, no, then, we won't Lg him—no, won't 
Anigbt him. 


Now to the lofty roof the king did raiſe | 
His glaſs, and {kipp'd-it o'er with ſounds of praiſe ! 
For thus his marv'Ying MajesTyY did ſpeak : 
« Fine roof this, Maſter Verger, quite complete ; 
« High—high and loity too, and clean and neat : 
„ What, VERGER, what? mop, mop it once a- week?“ 


% An't pleaſe your MAJjEsTY,” with marv*lling chops, 
The vERGER anſwer'd, © we have got no mops 

In Sal'ſb'ry that will reach fo high.“ 
% Not mop, no, no, not mop it, quoth the king— 
„% No, Sir, our SaP/b' y. mops do no ſuch thing; 
They might as well pretend to ſcrub the #y.” 


* The reader will be pleaſed to obſerve, that the VESEGER, of 
all the ſons of the Church, was the only oN entruſted with the 


ROYAL IN TENTH I!! | 
ME MORAL. 


F lit 5 


MOR AL. 


This little anecdote doth plainly ſhew- 
That 16NoRANCE, a king too often lurches ;- 

For, hid from azxT, Lord! how Hon monarchs know: 
The nat'ral hiſt'ry of mops and churches? 


STORY Tue SECOND. 
ROM Sar'sz'zy Church to Witrox Houſe, ſe 


| rand, 
Return'd the 9 — 2ULER of the land 
© My Lord, you've got fine ſtatues,” ſaid the king. 
« A few! beneath your royal notice, Sir, 
Replied Loxp PemBrRokE—* Stir, my Lord, ſtir, ſtir; 
« Let's fee them all, all, all, all, ev'ry thing. 


„ Who's this? who's this? - who's this ; fine fello 
« here?“ : 

«© SrsosTRTSs,“ bowing low, replied the PEER. 

« SIR SOSTRIS, hey? —81R SosTRIs ?—'pon my word! 

« KNIGHT Or a BARONET, my Lord? 

One of my making ?—what, my Lord, my mating? 

This, with a vengeance, was miſtaking ! 


« Se-sosrRISs, Sire, / /eft, the peer replied— 
«© A famous KING of EcyPr, Sir, of old.” 

„% Poh, poh!“ th' iHructed ox ARCH ſnappiſh cried, 
„ need not Hat. I need not that be told.“ 


Pray, pray, my Lox b, who's that big fellow there? 

„ 'Tis HERcurks,“ replies the ſhrinking peer. 

„Strong fellow, hey, my Lord? ſtrong fellow, hey? 

„ Clean'd ſtables !—crack'd a lion like a flea; 

„ Killd 2 great ſnakes, that in a cradle found 
him | 

The Queen, Queen's coming! wrap an apron round 


„ him,” 
Na 2.. OUR 
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OUR moral is not merely water-gruel-— 
It ſhews that curioſity's a jewel! 
It ſhews with kings that reworance may dwell : 
It ſhews that ſubjects muſt not give opinions 
To people reigning over wide dominions, 
As izfer mation to great folk, is hell: 


It ſhews that pecency may live with kings, 
On whom the bold Vitu-men turn their backs; 
Aud ſnhews (for num'rous are the naked things) 
That ſaucy ſtatues ſhould be lodg'd in ſacks. 


—ů—— —.¹ —— — — 


ADDRESS To wy BOOK. 
AN ELEGY. 


. \ 4 
IN which we have his pręſpectus, prophecy, or Piſgab- 
fight, of the reception which his preſent work would 
doubtleſs find in the world :—how criticiſed, be- 
praiſed, and be-damned, as party, as malignity, or 
approbation, might chance to hold the ſcale. 


6 of my love, go forth, and try thy fate: 
Few are thy friends, and manifold thy foes ! 

Whether or long or ſhort will be thy date, 
FururITyY*'s dark volume only knows. 


Much criticiſm, alas! will be thy lot! 
Severe thine ordeal, I am ſore afraid! 
Some judges will condemn, and others not: 
Some call thy form ſubſtantial—others, ſhade. 


Yes, cniLD, by multitudes wilt thou be tried! 
Wiſe men and fools'thy merits will examine : 

Thee, through much prudence, may thy virtues hide; 
Theſe, through vile rancour, or the dread of famine. 


Prov'd 


CF 
P;ov'd will it be, indeed (to make thee ſhrink), - 
What metal nature in thy maſs did knead : 
A * melting proceſs will be us'd, I think 
That is to ſay, large quantities of lead. 


By ſome, indeed, will xiTzE's fuming ſpirit 
Be o'er thy form ſo ſweet, ſo tender thrown ; - 

Perchance a mafter hand may try thy merit; 
Perchance an imp by rFoLLY only known. 


Now, now I fancy thee a timid hare, 

Started for beagles, hounds, and curs, to chaſe : 
A mongrel dog may ſnap thee up unfair ; 

Fog $?1TE and HUNGER have but little grace. 


Long are thy legs (I know), and ſtout for running; 
And many a trick haſt thou within thy brain ; 

But guns and greyhounds are too much for cunning, - 
Join'd to the rav'nous pack of THOMAS PAIXE ! 


And now a LaMs !—What devils now-a-days 
The butch'ring shor of criticiſm employs ! 

Each beardleſs villain now cuts up and flays ! 
A gang of wanton, brutal, *prentice boys! 


Ah me! how hard to reach the dome of rau! 
Knock'd down before ſhe gets half way, poor Musk!“ 

For many a Lour, that cannot gain a name 
(Rebus and riddle- maker), now reviews / © 


Poor jealous eunuchs in the land of TasTE, 

Too weak to reap a harveſt of fair praiſe ; , 
Malicious, lo, they lay the region waſte ; 

Fire all they can, and triumph o'er the blaze ! 


Too oft, with talents bleſt, the cruel few 
Fix on poor MERIT's throat, to ſtop her breath: 
How like the beauteous FRI, that turns of dew 
The life ambroſial into drops of death ! 


Called eliquation. 


+ The morii:y.ng powers of d:w or rain falling from the Man- 
chiaesl trec, are uelverſally known, 


Nn 3 Sweet 
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Sweet BABE, to WE IMO U TH ſhould'ft thou find thy. 
way! 
The x1nG, with curioſity fo wild, 
May on a ſudden ſend for thee, and ſay, 
+ See, CHARLY, PETER's. child fine child, fine 
& child : 


Ring, ring for SCHWELLENBERG—TiIng, Charly, 
„ ring; 
„ Shew it to SCHWELLENBERG ; ſhew it, ſnew it 
„ She'll ſay, Got dem de ſaucy floopid ting, 


« F hate more worſe as hell what come from poet. 


Vet will eme courtiers all at once be glad! 


LEEDs, HawKsB*RY, SAL'SB*RY, BRUDENELL, wilt 
refoice;  . f 
Forget how oft thy brothers made them mad, 
And echo through the realm the royal voice. 


And then for E his MajzsTyY may ſend 
(Making ſome people grumble in their gizzards). ; 


With Drake's new place, perchance, thy Sixt be- 


friend ; 
FIRST FLY-CATCHER to good QUEEN CHARLOTTE'S 


* lizards ! 
A COM 


The ftory of® the L1ZARDS is as follows: —At a Board of 
Green Cloth. lat, which aſſembled, as uſual, with due deccrums, 
te deliberate on the ſpecies of food proper to be given to the Lioxs 
of Bucxincram-Houss, the ſolemnity of the meeting was in- 
terrupted by the ſucden Gothic irruption, and ſelf-introauttion, 
of a ſervant of Six FRanets DRAKE, one of the HonzrralePoand; 
which ſervant, a true Dzvonsnike DumMPrIN, opening an ell- 
wide pair of jaws, exclaimed thus: „“ Zur Vrancis, I'm a zent 
«© to ax if you've acort * enny Þ more vices 1— Have ye cort 
« ennv, Zux VRANCIS?” The baronet hemmed, winked, nod- 
ded, knitted his brows, ftared, ſhrugged up his ſhoulders, blew his 
noſe, bit his lips at poor Nuurs; but all the face-making hints 
were thrown. away, © Why, Zuzx Vraxcis, I zay,” continucd 
NUurs, „ Mapam SWELLINGBURG wanth to know if yow've a 
« nabb'd enny more wie: #** The Board Rood amazed !-SS1g 
Fa,xc1s bluthed for the frft time. At length, recoveringfrom 
his ccnfuGon, and bidding the fellow, in an angry tone, go abvut 


For caught. + Fry. 1 Fes. 
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2 


2 — * 
- 


415 } 
a : 
' COMMISERATING EPISTLE 
TS 


LORD LONSDAL E. 


r 


— 


— 


Qu d ſentire putas omnes, CALVINE, recenti 

De ſcelere, et fidei wiclate crimine * Sed nec 

Tam tenuis cenſus tibi contigit, ut mediocris 

Jacturæ te mergat onus ; nec rara v.demus 

One pateris z caſus multis hic cognitus, ac jam 

Titus, et A medio FORTUN@ duttus acervo. Juvenats 


What think'ſt thou, Loxspatx, that the world will ſay 
Of this d-mn'd verdict at CarrisLE to-day 

Faith, ſimply this—““ A flea- bi e, and that's al. 

6 A leſi that will not ſwallow LowTaEr-HALL : 

c A trick of FoRTUNE that we often find: 

« A trick that plainly proves the 6oDptss blind.” 


* 


n 


The Noble Earl, as naturally in purſuit of his coal, as 4 
Sportſman of his hare or fox, happening, in a coal-chaſe, 
to undermine a parcel of houſes belonging to the Lord 
knows-whe, of Whitehaven (no votes perhaps for @ 


his buſineſs, he very candidly informed. the Board, that Her 
MaJjesTY had lately received a preſent of lizards; that ſhe had 
ordered MisTREss SCHWELLENBERG to catch flies for them; but 
that, to oblige MisTREss SCHWELLENBERG, who kindly invited 
him to dine with her three or four times a-week, he promiſed to 
aſſiſt her in her FLY HUN T; in ſhort, to be her Deputy FLY» 
CATCHFR, and not Firſt FLY-CATCHERy as the ELEGY errow 
neouſly proclaimeth. h 


borough 
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borough or 4 county), but particularly of a Mr. Little, 
dale—what does this inſolent Littledale, but complain 
— Nay, not contenied with complaint, he infifts upon it" 
that his Lordſhip has no right to pull down his houſe 
about his ears—nay, what is fill worſe, the fellow brings 
an action, abſolutely brings an action againſt his Lord- 
ſhip—nay, what is fill more horrible, the knave gets 
a wverdift in his fawour—and, what is more atrocious 
fill, the willains of the town and neighbourhood illu- 
minate their houſes, as if for the birth-nights of our 
beloved King and Queen, and exhibit equal ſymptems 
of joy. Notwithflanding this ſaucy oppoſition to their 
Great Superior; notwithfanding the wicked action; 
notwithRanding the wile and unnatural verdict; not- 
awvithRanding the triumphant illumination and brazen- 
faced delight on the occaſion ; how ſublimely his Lord- 
fliip behaves! Though he moſt ſpiritedly ſuſpends his 
coal-wworks for a time, to ſhew the power of his ven- 
geance ; lo, he promiſeth to open them again, on condi- 
tion he has full liberty to undermine any houſes that may 
impudently fland in the way of his coal for the future 
bat an att of humanity ! partly for the benefit of 
himſelf, a r individual ; but principally for the 
advantage of the town and neighbourhood of White- 
haven! Who, bef/ides his Lordſhip, would have done 
this? It is too humane—it is too great. for, as it has 
been obſerved by fome celebrated divines, that a man may 
te over-righte#%s, /o verily may a great Peer be over- 
forgiving, —Szch is the ground of my Epiſtle to Lord 
Lonſdale. 


WW HAT, LoxsDALE! after all thy ranting, 

. tearing, , 

High threat'ning, hect'ring, bullying, kicking, ſwear- 
ing 

What! Thou, the brazen BULLY that beftrode 


Triumphant navies and the roaring flood, 


Yield to the anger of a tiny town, 

Who oft haſt frighten'd counties with a frown ! 

A ſet of ſmutty colliers mock thy pow'r? 

A hogſtye lord it o'er a lofty tower! 
| A few 
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A few blind mice, in little league ally'd, 
Ye Gods! o'erturn a pyramid of pride! 


Shades of the Lowrukzs, arm'd with vengeance, 
riſe, | 

And ſhake this LoxspALE, who his birth belies. 
Shock'd at his weaknefs, xisTorY turns pale, 
And madly tears the leaf that holds the tale. 
Look through the deſert of five hundred years! 
Lo, not a LowTxE« virtue once appears. 
Then why to FAane's fair volume madly ruſh, 
And give thy poor old ancesToRs a bluſh ? 
Ah, do not ſo unfaſhionably dote, 
And ſtitch one ſpangle on an old black coat. 
Let not one act ten thouſand acts upbraid: 
A farthing candle *midſt a world of ſnade. 
But grant a /elitary deed—atchieve it— 7 
Who, pray the devil, LonspaLE, will believe it? 
Thus will the nation with one voice exclaim— 
« A LowrzER do an act of virtuous fame! | 
When from a LowrHER did a Scyon ſhoot, 
« A LowTHER trunk not rotten at the root? 
« Expect much ſooner, nonpareils from crabs, 
& Honour from thieves, and decency from drabs. 
« Horace declares (a bard whom all approve), 
& The vulture never breeds the tender dove.“ 


Learn, LonsDALE, learn AuBITTOx 's ſpur to feel, 
And ſnap, like mites, a million at a meal. | 


See yon proud oak, whoſe dark*ning branches 
ſpread 

High o'er the rills that courfe the pebbled bed ! 
With what humility thoſe rills ſalute, 
And trembling wind around his rugged root ; 
Like buſy ſlaves, their little ſtack ford, 
And creeping, kiſſing, feed their frowning lord! 
Mark, too, around that oak's majeſtic pride, 
The piſmires crawling up his channell'd fide; 
And mark his ſhelt'ring limbs, ſupport of fowl, 
The wren, the hawk, the cuckow, and the owl. 


Say, 
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Say, Loxsp Ax, canſt thou not reſemblance ſee, 
Reſemblance frong between that oak and thee ? 


Why be a willow, then, and meanly bend ? 
Why bid the Lowrnzx blood in LoxspaLE end? 


How! has thine nz azr diſmiſs'd its lordly ſtate, 
And op'd to prrx's cry its iron gate? 
Or is that heart, which ſoar'd o'er man, ſublime, 
Struck by the palſying hand of envious TIME? 


Say, does REPENTANCE wound thee ? — “tis x 
driv*ler. 
Deſpiſe that thing call'd mEEKNEss—'t is a ſniv'ler, 
With pious ſentiments, forſooth, who 8 
And kiſſes the vile hand that deals her blows. 
Spurn at FORGIVENEss, that e'en fears to chide, 
And keep again the company of RIDE. 


Go herd with BRUpE NEIL, who, with Bardolph face, 
Scowls high contempt on all th* untitled race: 
Go herd with LEE DS, in native pride fo ſtable, 
Who ſcorns to let his mother “ fit at table: 
Herd with the Dame of BLENUEIX +, of hard lot; 
Whoſe pride lies poiſon'd by the lovely Scor ; 
Mad that the MazLz*zoucn blood, where honour 

reigns, 

Should join the puddle of a Sawney's veins : 
Herd with the u 'SqQuIrE of Strawb'ry-hill, 
Whom genealogies with rev'rence fill: 
Who on no threads of life a value puts, 
That are not fairly ſpun from WILLIAu's guts. 
How great in Horace, thus to rev*rence Sirth; 
HimMsELF a well-known clod of common earth! 


* Poor MisTxEss ANnGu1SH has been refuſed, in form, the 
honour of a knife and fork near her moſt exalted daughter. 
« Nimum ne crede colori:”* the duke is by no means fo ſeſt a man 
as he looks. | : 

+ Lady SusanN STUART, equal in good qualities, beauty, and 
accompliſhments to any of the Spencers, it is preſumed, by her 
union with her ſon, the Marquis of Blandford, abſolutely to have. 
deſiled the family. 

What, 
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What, LoxspaLE, melted down thy ruthlefs rage? 
With dæmons once thy ſpirit dar'd engage, 
Spat on the mos that FREEDOM's enſign bore, 
Smil'd at his ſtorm, and mock'd his thunder-roar ; « 
Fac'd keen conNTEMPT, and MURDER's ſanguine eye, 
And horſe-whipp'd whining mexcy to her tky. - 
How art thou ſunk ! how wither'd !—Loſft, I fear. 
Where is the Lowrukx ſpirit—tell me where - 
S can the ghoſt of conscieEnce haunt thy mind? 
ear*ſt thou the call of oEATRH in ev'ry wind? 
Lo, RESOLUTION to thy terror turns, 
And o'er the ſkeleton of MaNxooD mourns ! 
Go, wo RR, to earth's utmoſt limits fly, 
And lay, if aught like this e'er ſtretch'd thine eye. 


Rouſe ! and let Richard be himſelf again! 
Forge, forge anew orPREssION's galling chain; 
Strip o'er his ears bold opPPOStTTIOx's ſkin, 
And bid with gags the mouth of FREEDOM grin. 
Bid the dark Furies all thy boſom ſteel, 
And Cumberland afreſh thine anger feel : 
Yes, yes, of Cumberland the comet blaze, 
And, crab-like, roaſt her raſcals with thy rays. 
Stretch o'er the ſhrinking town thine arm of pow'r, 
And, hydra-like, their croaking frogs devour. | 
Shew that thy breath, like ENV 's, baleful blows ; 
A canker be, that kills the lovely roſe. 
Prove hew a riſing country may be curſt, 


And bid with ſpleen old NERo's ſpectre burſt, 


How pleaſing to thine eye ſhould be the band 
That happy fatten'd on the fertile land; 
Forc'd, Cain-like, off, where Famine ſucks her nails, 
To ſtarve, or hunt the wall and hedge for ſnails. 
Thus triumph—“ Shall pomintoNn's enſigns fink, 
«© And to a beggar's rag, a malkin fink ? 
« What! ſhall the valture- wing, that ſcour'd the ſky, 
„ Sneaks to a bat's, that ſhuns the public eye? 
„ Jove's BIRD (the thunder from his talons torn), 
«© Turn ow!l, to cry * Tee-whit* in ſome old barn ? 
„What! 1, through oyeosiTION's ſurly ſurge, 
„Who boldly dar'd ſo oft a paſſage urge, 


6% Cry 
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% Cry out at laſt, © Help, help to fear a ſlave, 

© Pale, panting, puking, ſpent beneath the wave? 

« Shall RESOLUTION, that defied a world, 

% Oppos'd by prgmies, from his height be hurled ? 

© Thoſe pigmies o'er the huge Man MOUNTAIN flraddle, 
« Or, laughing, rock the GravT in a cradle? 
« No, low-bred villains—nought my pow'r controls; 
« I'll hunt you all like vermin through your holes; 

« Out, root and branch—men, women, dogs, and cats; 
« Run, children, from the ruins, juſt like rats: 

« Writhe into earth, like worms, and fear my frown ; 
« For, d-mn me, all your houſes ſhall come down. 

« Wretches, your heads are in the lion's jaws ! 

Off with them—LonspaLE dares defy the laws. 
„What though it thins my purſe, it feeds my ſpleen ; 
« So, ſcythe of pEsoLATION, ſweep the ſcene.” | 
Such is the glowing language thou ſhould'ſt hold, 

And nobly emulate the s1zEs of old. | 

For ſpeech like this (too weak the voice of Fame) 
The mouths of cannon ſhall convey thy name— 

Such threat*ned deeds of hoſtile, god-like ire, 

Should travel only on the wings of fire. 


Shall eiTy be an inmate of thy breaſt : 
No, be a grinding-ſtone its rugged gueſt. 
Why ſhould a virtue, man, thy mind bewitch? 
Lo, GENEROSITY was never rich. 


What! woo the vixrues !—of the world the ſport— 
Nay, worſe, who dare not ſhew their noſe at court ! 


What gives the general wiſh for pow'r to glow ? 
To look contemptuous on the world below ; 
To bid that world bow down, admire, adore, 
And grind the fallow faces of the poor. 


Aſk, to the foreſt-laws what man gave birth ? 
A Nimrod, lo! a lofty lord of earth! 
Yet why ſhonld hares, and partridges, and grouſe, 
Alone be raviſh'd from the farmer's houſe ? — 
Go, LonsDALE, get an act to raiſe thy fame, 
And make the farmers? wives and daughters GAME. 


Whence, 


L 
Whence, on a ſudden, doſt thou thus inherit 
This ſoft, forbearing, lamb- like, dove - like ſpirit J 
I ſaw ſharp VENGEANCE tip-toe in thine eyes: 
How comes it that the threat'ning se1z1T dies? 


Yet, yet I ſee the feudal times return, 
When tyrants bid in chains the million mourn x 
When ſlaves to 6xanDeuR crouch amid the duſt, 
And Havock roams, to pleaſe the ruling luſt; 
When PRIDE as calmly from the ſhoulder plucks 
The heads of vaſſals, as the heads of ducks, 


Curſe on the liberty of modern days! 
Again let pow'x her rod of iron raiſe. 
Hang the French dogs, a mangy, mongrel fry, 
That, running riot, on their huntſman fly! 
How are the ſacred robes of GEATNESöS rent! 
Kincs and NoBILITY fall'n cent per cent“ 


Sure, LoxsDb ALR! thou art not too weak to kffow 
From general riches what misfortunes flow. 
Wealth for delicious ſlavery ſpoils a nation 
Adieu at once to gods and adoration, 


Say, would you bid the under-world adore, 
Crouch, flatter, tremble ? Keep the raſcals poor. 
Tyrannic, would you wiſh to cut and ſtarve em? 
Their backs are at your ſervice only carve em. 
Give them but money, quick upriſe the knaves, 
Forgetting in a monent they are ſlaves. 

Loſt to the meanneſs of their former ſtation, 

The ſcornful upſtarts damn their occupation. 

Lo, the proud BLACKSMITH, late aflave to coal, 
To honours turns his elevated ſoul ! 

he croſs legg'd TayLos, lo, forgets his peers ; 
Kicks his old gooſe, the knave, and breaks his ſhears! 
The sxow-MAn ſcorns poor PuNcn, his late ſupport, 
And ſtraw-ſtutf *d LADIES of th*Arcadian court; | 
This quits his camel—that, his ſpelling hogs ; 

And KiNGs no more can dance with dancing-dogs “. 


* It is an undeniable fact, that a certain great king (it is ſaid, 
for the diverfion of his chdren only) held out the ſkirts of his coat, 
and danced a minuet on Windſor Terrace, ſome years fince, with 
one of the CANINE FIGURANTES» | 


O o Srant 
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Grant wealth No more the humble cobler cow'rs ; 


But boldly deems u blood as rich as ours, | 
And plaſphemouſly thinks th'Almighty's plan 
Ordain'd no diff rence between man and man. 
Such is the ſad effect of wealth rank pride 
Thus, mount a beggar, how the rogue will ride! 


Parent of ixsoLENCER is WEALTH, I ween : 


Then mid thy neighbours let her not be ſeen. 


*Tis yoverTyY that forges curbs for men, 

And tempts divine oyyRESSION from her den. 

What folly, then, to let thine hoſt repoſe, 

To ſuffer Cumberland to lift the noſe !— 

Down with their hoſts, and horſewhip them like dogs ! 
Styes be their beds, their food the food of hogs. 

Keep famiſh*d, ſons and daughters, fathers, mothers ; 
Nor let them beat in trade their grinning brothers; 
Iberian monkeys, that, to bus'neſs bred, 

Well pleas'd, for maravedes hunt the head. 


To India's hiſt'ry turn thy happy eyes, 
And bid a ſecond ſcene of horrors riſe. 
By Britons led, did FAmiNe's ſpectre train 
Pour devaſtation on the fair domain. 
What humbled victims ſunk beneath the ſtrife ! 
What thouſands, tott'ring, ſnatch'd at parting life ! 
Nought could, alas! their ſuppliant hands avall ; 
In vain each feature told a ſtarving tale ; _ 
On thoſe rich heaps that roſe beneath their care, 
Their eye-balls faſt'ning in a deadly glare. 
There haaſt thou icen the fallow babe diſtreſt, 
Hard clinging to a dying mother's breaſt ; 
Beating that breaſt with little, peeviſh cry, 
Its plumpneſs wither'd, and its fountain dry: 
Such was the ſcene, whilſt ev'ry night, to ſup, 
The jackalls left their woods, to cat them up. 


HumaniTtyY's a pigeon-hearted fool, 
S.ft, puling, as the girl at boarding-fchool, 
That alms upon the begging wretch beſtows, 
And learns to ſorrow at the tale of woes, 


Wher® 
: ö 
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Where is ambition? Dead ?—It never dies 
Brutes, inſects boaſt it—el nts and flies. | 
The horſe would rather the blood-ſpur ſhould gore him, 
Than let a fellow-trav*Her pace before him: 
And lo the ſpaniell when the maſter cheers 
A brother, with what jealoufy he hears ; 
Unbleſt, attention how he tries to raiſe ; 
Paws for a gentle pat, and whines for praiſe ! 


Eye nature through, and mark the arm of pow'R— 
The great unceaſingly the ſmall devour. WEE, 


Bleſt on a dainty diſh of flies to dine, 
Lo, by the ſpider weav'd the ſilken line. 
A giddy wand'rer ſtrikes the waving net; 
Hitch'd his poor pinions, hitch'd his harmleſs feet: 
Quick from his cave, that hid his watchful head, 
The nimble tyrant ſcours along the thread ; 

Whips from the ſtore-room of his guts a ſtring, 
And binds his captive's vainly-buzzing wing; 
Remorſeleſs deals the bite of death ; and then 
The Cacus drags the victim to his den. 


\ 


Lo, hov'ring in mid ſky, the caitiff kite 
Sweeps the blue vault, and wheels with watchful flight ; 
A ſon of rapine, and untaught to ſpare, 

The feather'd Nimrop roams the wild of air; 

At length his ſearching eyes with joy explore 

A hen and chicken near a farmer's door : 

Sudden the tyrant quits th? atrial ſteep; 

Down from his ſphere he pours with lightning ſweep, 
Each iron talons fills with callous food, 

And carries off in triumph half the brood. 

In vain the parent flutters, capers, cries, 

And kens her captive children up the ſkies ; 

And, lo! in vain the curſing farmer runs, 

To ſend the leaden vengeance from his guns: 
Safe ſeeks the rogue ſome ſolitary ſtone, 

To tear the trembling fleſh, and grind eack bone. 


| Now on the ſtream's clear boſom. pr'ythee ; 
See, fly below, the alligator creep ; FO 
O Oo 2 Whate er 


aw 1 


Whate'er he ſeizes, yields to fate's dread laws, 
Cruſh'd in his hard inexorable jaws. N 


Theſe be thy great examples careful mind em,. 
And do not in a tittle lag behind 'em. 
Be thou the ſpider that devours the flies ; 
Be thou the tyrant kite that ſcours the ſkies ; 
Be thou the hard-mouth'd ſubtle alligator, 
Th' inexorable monarch of the water. 


And lo, the lords of ocean ! —ſee the whale 
On all th' inferior hoſts of ſea regale! 
The ſhark, the grampus—how before their eye 
TH affrighted under-world of fiſhes fly 


Then why not man, endu'd with * pow'r, 
The region of inferior mortals ſcour * 

For thee, then, was all Cumberland deſign'd, 

The whale, the ſhark, the grampus of mankind ! 
Lo, at thy foot, the people whine and pray— 
But, kick them, LonsdaLE—*tis the LowTHER way t 
Tread on each neck, and deem it but a beaſt, | 
And emulate the tyrants of the Eaſt. 
Perchance thou feareſt to be d- mn'd, or: /o ? 

On that thou ſhould*ſt have ponder'd long ago. 
Look at thy 4oroughs—not one vote alone 

Can give a CANDIDATE the mob-rais'd throne. 
Thus, to the ſhrine of vixruk muſt be giv'n 

More than exe deed, to ſeat the ſoul in heav'n. 
Deem otherwiſe—it were too mad by half— 

Lord! how would * ſhoe-makers and angels laugh! 


With abje& pray'r, behold! WAITEHAVEN plies 
thee— 
Heed not her men—'tis plain they all de/pz/e thee. 
For, aſk thyſelf, 1 Amid this ſmutty nation, 
% What have I done to merit approbation?“ 


* Shoe-makers are frequently the moſt reſpectable votes in 
country boroughs. | M 
| Look! 
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Look I— has conTz1T10N ſwell'd a ſingle eye? 
Liſt! from one boſom canſt thou hear her figh ? 
Nought like a fear, and nought reſembling moar 7 
Knee and mouth penitence, indeed, alone, 

With voices louder than the common cxyER's, 

I hear their hearts abuſe their tongues for liars ! 

For, Lord! how Should they like thee? who can 
tell ? 

Their noſes never caught thy kitchen's ſmell ; 

For meat is apt opinion to improve, 

And ſtomachs form a turnpike-gate to love. 


Kirk of the North, again, and yet again, 
T bid thee ſpread thy terrors o'er the plain. 
Hang o'er thoſe ſparrows with o*'er-ſhodowing pride, 
And bid them trembling in their thatches hide : | 
O, wake thy plagues, and break the ſhameful truce ; 
Unmuzzle vENGEANCE—let the blood-hound looſe, 
To bid xumaniTY, pale fool, adieu, 
And fleſh his hunger on the coal-black crew, 
Thus ſhall the LowWTHER name again be great, 
Men tremble at the ſound, and children ſweat ; 
High o'er thy walls, to prove a hoft, one ſlave, 
The lordly flag of TYRAaNnNyY ſhall wave: 
Thus at thy feet ſhall dumb oBepiexce fall, 
And H-LL, in Juſtre, yield to LOWTHER-HALL. 


Oo 3 ITY | 


THE 


RIGHTS or KINGS; 


1 
LOYAL ODES 
& | T © | | 
DISLOYAL ACADEMICIANS. 
TO THE READER. 


GENTLE READER, 

HE foundation of the following Ode is ſimply thi 
The Prefident of the Royal Academy, happy to be able 

to gratify eur amiable monarch in the minuteſt of his pre- 
dilectiont, reported lately to the academicians his Majeſty's 
defire, that a Mr. Laurence might be added to the lift of 
K. A. s, his Majeſly, from his ſuperior knowledge in paint- 
ing, being perfectly convinced of this young artift's un- 
common abilities, and conſequantly fair pretenſions to the 
honour. Notwithſtanding the royal wiſh, and the wiſh 
of the prefident, and (under * 4 roſe!!!) the wiſh of 
V. Benjamin Weſt, the W:nd/or oracle of paint, and 
painter of hijicry, the R. A. ñ received the annunciation of 
his Majefly's wiſh, Sir Joſhua's with, Mr, Weſt's wwi/h, 
ewith the moſt ineffable ſang- ſroĩd, not to call it by the 
harder name, diſgnfl. The annunciation bappening on the 
night of an election of aſſociates, at which Mr, Laurence 
ought to have been elected an afjociate (a flep neceſſary to 
the more exalted one R. A.) beheld the obflinacy of theſe 


royal 
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toyal mules !—the number of votes in favour of Mr. Lau- 
rence amounted to jaſt three, and that of his opponent, M. 
Wheatley, te fixtcen!! ! Tudignant and loyal reader, 
the lyric muſe, who has uniformly attacked meanneſs, folly, 
impulcnc', avarice, and ignorance, from her cradle, caught 
fire at the above important event, and moſt loyally poured 
forth the following Odes, replete with their uſual ſub- 
limity, | 


* 
— ww 


P R OF MI U M. 


WHAT demon of innovation has ſpread his baneful 
influence! The gallant Frenchmen inſult their mo- 
narch ; the Poiſlardes reign in the Thuilleries; the 
Poltſh Diet is mild and conciliating; the Poliſh no- 
bility condeſcend to be citizens; and Peter himſelf 
—a miracle ſtill greater—is a defender of the rights 
of kings! 


Dii ceptis, nam vos mutaſiis ! 
Apirate . 


. _—. 


—_— 


TO THE PUBLIC. 
6 ! behold a poor plain - ſpoken man! 


Modeſt as AppiNG To our SPEAKER, 
Amidſt Saint Stephen's patriotic clan, | 
Where INNOCENCE, fo meek, did ne'er Jook meeker; 


When with much palpitation, and much dread, 

He turn'd about his pretty ſpeaker's head, 
One leg juſt rais'd to hop into the chair ; 

Juſt like a car in rain amid the ſtreet, 

That fears to wet her white and velvet feet, 


Which for a handſome gutter-lgap prepare! 


I fear 
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4 I fear I am a moſt unworthy choice,“ 
Said Mifter SPEAKER, with a lamb-like voice! 
© J have but one ſtep more, he cried, 


Keeping his head coquettiſhly aſide. 


How much like CARISsTIE, with his hammer rais'd 
(CarsTIE, a public ſpeaker, too, ſo prais'd), 

Looking around him, fimpering, ſmiling, bowing, 
Then crying, Gemmen, going, going, going!“ 


Yes, gentles all, a modeſt bard and ſhy, 
With dove-like mien, and ground-exploring eye ; 
Modeſt as Mifer SpEAKER at the LorDs, 
When lowly he did Majeſty Sgſcech 
T' allow his humble Commons uſe of words; 
That is to ſay, a liberty of ſpeech ; 


Alſo to have at times a tete-à- tte, 
Becauſe a confab royal is a treat; 

Indeed, for /x#4jes much too rich, 

As wiſe KING James aſſerted of the ztch : 


Likewiſe to have the privilege of Tick, 

Becauſe a BAILIFF is a meddling rogue, 
Who, with a hand of iron, or a ſtick, 

Stoppeth the travels of our men of vogue! 
Barbarian act, that men of worſhip frets ! 

Who think of loftier things than idle debts ; 

Deep pond'ring ever on the NATION's good, 
Not on great greafy butchers, tailor knaves, 
Mercers, and clammy grocers—corrpter ſlaves, 

Who by their ſtinking ſweat procure their food. 


Tradeſmen ! a ſet of vulgar ſwine ; 

Crutches for FORTUNE in a deep decline; 

Lo what a tradeſman's good for, and lo all 
A woeden buttreſs for a tott ring wall! 


With tears have I beheld full many a SE 
Moſt brutally by Silit dragg*d along; 
For turnpike, furniture, or houſe's hire, 


Horſe, wages, coach, or ſome ſuch idle ſong ! 


a> 


Now 
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Now *S$quire's a title of much reputation 
Belongs to people of no—occupation; 

Who cannot (in their looks we read it) 
Get, for a mutton-chop, a little credit ! 
Poor gentlemen ! how hard, alas ! their fate, 
To knuckle to ſuch nuiſances of ſtate! 


I. 


 Gentles, to you, well pleas'd, I turn again, 
Fitting my fav'rite rambling ſtrain ; 

Having belov'd, admir'd, ador'd digreſſion, 
So practis'd by us men of de- prefeſſon, 
When we have ſcarcely aught to ſing or ſay, 
And ſneaking Fancy quits the lyric lay. 


I do remember! What? That thus my pen, 
Licentious, flander'd crown-and-ſceptre men! 
« Readers, one moment look me in the face; | 
« A poet not quite deſtitute of grace; | 
© And anſwer one not bred in FLATT'z&Y's ſchools 
Are you, or are you not, a ſet of fools ? 
“ Pinning your faith on GRANDEUR's fleeve 
% Say, do you, in your conſciences, believe 
„% That M s never can be weak nor mean 
& And that a M-——'s wife, yclepp'd a ——, 
„% May not (and why not?) be a downright flop, 
“ Form'd of the coarſeſt rags of nature's ſhop ? 
&« I read the anſwer in each viſage”—« No.“ 
« O Jeſu! can it be? and is it ſo? 
„Put down thy book 
Give it not one contaminating look: 
I ſtare on you with pity—nay, with pain 
„% KEARSLEY ſhall toſs your money back again: : 
Get your RM ſhav'd, poor fouls—-I wiſh you 
„ well— | 
& And hear me—Bedlam has a vacant cell.” 


: 
——̃̃ ̃ ————— — , ]—⁰·¹R— ee 


Such were the ſtanzas that T wrote of yore, 
When tainted by a king-deriding clan; 
But now I curſe thoſe tenets o'er and oer 
A convert quite—a ſweet and alter'd man: 


The ſacred force of s0y'rr1G6wTyY I 3 
To ROYALTY's ſtern port I learn to kneel: 


For 
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For royalties are deem'd moſt ſacred things; 
So ſacred by the courtiers, that the 525 
_ be inform'd againft, and prov'd a libel, 

or ſaying “ Put no confidence in kings!“ 


Though this, indeed, may be interpolation, 

As much was coin*d by Popiſh prieſts and friars ; 
For ah ! how hard *tis for imagination 

To fancy monarchs hypocrites and liars ! 


ODE ro rn ACADEMICIANS. 


AE I awake, or dreaming, O ye gods? 

Alas! in watrng's favour lie the odds! 
The devil it is! ah me! 'tis really fo! 

How, Sirs! on majeſty's proud corns to tread ! 

Meſſieurs Academicians, when you're dead, 
Where can your impudencies hope to go? 


Refuſe a monarch's mighty orders !— _ 
It ſmells of treaſon—on rebellion borders! 
*Sdeath, Sirs! it was the QuxEx's fond wiſh as well, 
That * MasTtx LAwRENCE ſhould come in! 
Againſt a QUEEN fo gentle to rebel ! 
This is another crying fin ! 
What not oblige in ſuch a trifling thing ! 
So ſweet a queen, and ſuch a goodly king ! 


A queen nus d to oppoſition- weather 
t diſappointment ſo anus d to ſtart— 
So full of dove- like gentleneſs her heart, 
As if the dove had lent its fofteſt feather, 
That heart of gentleneſs to form, 
Unus'd (as I have ſaid) to oppoſition- ſtorm. 


O let me juſt inform you, one and all, i 
That kings and potentates, both great and ſmall, 


* A young portrait painter of ſome merit. 
Born 
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Born to be humour'd, for obedience battle: 
Moſt inſtantaneous too muſt be compliance; 
Refuſal is moſt damnable defiance ; 
They ſtruggle for't, like children for the rattle, * 


But in our mile ſome diff *rence lies— - 
We whip a bantling, when it kicks and cries, 
Fully determined not to pleaſe it: 
But lo! the children that poſſeſs a crown 
(Young Herculeſes) knock us down, 
And, angry for the bauble, /e:ze it. 


Each of you, Sirs, has kept a cur, perchaunce 2 

Poor wretch, how oft his eyes with lightnings dance; 
How he looks up to maſter for a ſmile ; 

Shakes his imploring head, with wriggling tail, 

Now whining yelps, now pawing to prevail, 
Eager with ſuch anxiety the while; 


And if a pat Huld bleſs the whining ſcraper, 
Lord, how the animal begins to caper ! 


Thus ſhould it be with ſubjects and great kings 
But you are ſtrangers to theſe humble things. 

For ſhame! upon the courtier's creed go look 
And take a leaf from humble nawxsB*zy's book; 


Or ſweet neck-bending water-gruel LEEDs, 
Who Majzſty with pap of flatt'ry feeds; 
Which pap, if highly reliſh'd, will of courſe, 
Rewarded, make him MAsTER oF THE Horse. 


Where was PREROGATIVE ?—aſleep ? 
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep 
In this moſt ſolemn moſt important hour! 
Why heard we not the thunder of his voice ; 
Saw down your gullets cramm'd the royal choice, 
So eaſy to the iron arm of power? 


Why ſlept his ſledge, the guardian of a crown, 
So torm'd to knock unruly raſcals down ? 
Ah me! rAEROGATI VS ſeems nearly dead! 


Behold his tott'ring limbs and palſied head; 


Sunk 


- 
T— —— — — — — ln 
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Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes; 
His teeth dropp'd out; and, hark! his voice ſo weak; 
A mouſe behind the wainſcot—eunuch ſqueak ! 
„% Ah! non ſum qualis exam,” now he ſighs, 
To ev'ry body's call, ah! now ſo pliant ! 
Sad ſkeleton of once a ſturdy giant! 


Poor bending ſhrivell'd form, but juſt alive, 
Art thou that bully once—rrEROGATIVE ? 
Where is the mien of Mars, the eye's wild ſtare, 
A meteor darting horror with its glare? 
How like a BRANDY-DRINKER, Who on flame 
Feeds with a roſy beacon-face at firſt ; 
But, by his enemy INTEMPERANCE curſt, 
Yields to that victor ot mankind with ſhame ; 
Pale, hobbling, voiceleſs, crawling to decay, 
Juſt like a paſſing ſhadow, ſinks away! 


Bedchamber Lords are all in ire— 

The Maids of Honour all on fire ; 

Nay, though deſpotically ſhav'd, the cooks, 
Bluff on th” N put on bull's-beef looks : 
And really this is very grand behaving, 

So nobly to forgive the famous ſhaving ! 


See Mapam SCHWELLENBERG moſt cat- like ſtare; 
And though no fav'rite of the king, 

She cries, ** By Got, it ſhock and make my hair 
* Upright—t is ſo dam dam ſaucy ling.” 


STANHOPE, perchance, will claſp you in his arms; 
And Pe1ce's ghoſt, with eloquence's charms, 
Will, from his tomb upſpringing, ſound applauſe: 
But know, I deem not ſo of EpmuxnDd Burks : 
He nobly ſtyles the deed a d-mn'd day's work; 
Superior he to cutting royal claws. | 


Mu very juſtly thinks the human back 

Should be to kings a ſort of humble hack; 

That ev'ry ſubject ought to wear a ſaddle, 

O'er which thoſe great rough-riders, kings, may 
ſtraddle, 


ODE 
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ODE II. 


IHE fam'd Aſſembly of the French will ſmile, 
At this diſgrace of our fair iſle: 

Meſſieurs FayETTs the Great, and Co. 

With tears of joy will overflow, 

And order the aſſembly of the nation 

To ſend you ſweet congratulation. 


What haſt thou to complain of each, thou imp ? 
Compar'd to kings, a grampus and a ſhrimp ! 


Lo! when from Windſor mighty kings arrive, 
Like London mack” rel, all alive! 

Terrenes of flatt'ry are prepar'd ſo hot 

By courtiers—a delicious pepper-pot : 

Which, to be ſure, the royal maw devours, 


Kings boaſting very ſtrong digeſtive pow'rs. 


A PoINTER, thus,. lock'd up a week, 

Half ſtarv'd, and longing for a ſteak ; 

Behold him now turn'd, looſe ſo wild, to eat 
Gods! how he gobbles down the broth and meat 


Yes, —— are all prepar'd ſo hot, 
As I have hinted, a fine pepper- pot: 


Side-diſhes, too, of curtſies, bows, and ſcrapes, 
With ftare and wonder in all ſorts of ſhapes ; 
Attentions darting from the full-ſtretch'd eye, 
That not a royal glance may paſs unheeded by : 
Attentions ſharp as thoſe of Lumey, SMALL, 
At cricket ſkill'd to catch the flying ball; 
Whilſt you ſurvey (an abominable thing!) 
With cold contempt the character of king! 


Think by what royal bounty you are bleſt? 
Think of the patronage to painters all ! 

Not a poor ſhallow rill confin'd ko WesT, 
But torrents that like Niagara fall, 


. Ves; 
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Fes; GEORGE is gen'rous—watches all your wants 
i And pours his foſt'ring rains upon his plants. 

Then, meeting ſuch a friend, you ought to cry, 
Glory be to GeorGE on high!“ 


Thus, when two clouds approach, a wand*ring pair, 
As oft it happens, mid. their walks in air.; _ 
Though one be rich, the other poor 
In rare electric matter, how they greet! 
With what delight they ſeem to meet; 
And, pleas'd, with all.the fire of friendſhip roar.; 


GEorGE, O ye raggamuffins, loves you dearly ; 
Sends you rare pictures for improvement yearly; 
Buys up your works, and much commitfion gives 
To hiſt'ry, portrait, landſcape- men 
Careful as of her chicken a good hen: 
Thus, like an alderman each limner lives. 


Ves; a good hen—T'fee her wing diſplay'd, 
To warm, protect you with parental ſhade ; 
But vou, a flock of · vile rebellious chicken, 
Are all for mounting on your mother's back, 
With threat'ning beak and noiſy ſaucy clack, 
Her eyes ont trying to be picking; 


Againſt her blaſphemoufly fwearing : 

| This is undutiful beyond all bearing. 

| Where'er the plaintive cry of wax appears, 

Cock d, like a greyhound's, are the King's two-ears: 
Ready:for ſuch poor wights to bake and brew! 

A circumſtance believ'd by very few ! 

Thus, to PHILOSOHKY'S ſurpriſe, 


A pin can lead the lightning of the ſkies! 


— AS © LY — EE CEC 
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DDE 
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ODE HE 


RED. his Majefty is in a paſſion ! | 
Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble, all the nation! 
Suppoſe he takes it in his royal head 

Fo ſtrike your academic idol dead; 

Knock down your Hovse, diſſolve you in his ire, 


And ſtrip you of your boaſted title SapixE. 


To bend a piece of iron to your will, 
You always make that iron hot; 0 
For then it aſks hut little force and ſkill 
Its ſturdineſs is quite forgot's 


But lo! it is quite otherwiſe with man ! 
Make him red-hot, and bend him as you can: 
So widely diff rent are the metals, 

- Compoling man, or kings indeed, and kettles 


tt has he left his- Queen and Windfor tow*rs,. - 
Oft from the faſcinating dairy flown, 
To raiſe the arts with all his mighty pow'rs, 
And hold high converſe with the folks of Town: -- 


From lofty CanrTHAGE, thus, by: Jove's decree, - 
On nobler works than thoſe of — intent, 
EN EAS from the widow Drpo went, 


And, full of piety, put off to ſea! 


Vain of your academic honours; vain, 
I ſay * | | 

Idly you deem'd yourſelves the firſt of men; 

| And then. | | 
You ſpurn'd the hand which rais'd you into notice—- - 
By all the gods, unfortunately; fo tis! 
Pull oft, by roxTUNE; man is play'd a trick: 

Too often ruin'd by her ghttring toys, 
Juſt like the canDLe's luckleſs wi 

Surrounded by the luſtre that deſtroys. 


Pp2 - ODE 
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ODE IV. 


2 turns me, like a napkin, pale; 


REBELLION chills me into ſtone ; 
„Tell not in Gath the tale, 
Nor publiſh in the ſtreets of Afcalon.”?” 


Copy the manners of a court : 
There (thanks to EDUCATION for't) 
SUBMISSION cow'ring creeps, with fearful eye, 
Unceaſing bends the willowy neck to ground, 
In rev'rende, abject and profound, 
Too humbly modeſt to behold the ſky : 


There, all alive too, EAwk ATTENTION ſits, 
To ſtudy royal numovu's various fits; 
With wings expanded, ready to fly poſt, 
To eaſt, to weſt, to north, or ſouth, 
To cater for a monarch's mighty mouth, 


To get him bak'd, or grilPd, or. boil'd, or roaſt :- 


Now, ſcampers to pick. up each bit of news, 
Which full-fed London ev'ry moment ſp—s: 
Then to the palace the rich treaſure bears, 
And pours the whole into the royal ears. 


There ADULATION, with her filver tongue, 
$weeter than Philamela's ſweeteſt ſong, 

Says unto Majeſty ſach things“ | 
Tells him that CæsAR won nat half his fame; 
That ALEXANDER was a childiſn name, 
© Compar'd to hi5—the King of KINGS] 


Now ſmiling, ſtaring huge ſurpriſe, 

Wich ſuch a brace of wonder-looking eyes, 
On all the words from Majeſty that dart ; 

As if bright gems, as large as.eggs of pullet, 

Flow'd from the King's Golconda gu 

Enough, indeed, to load a cart: 


Her 


Ss ff 
Her mouth ſo pleas'd the treaſures to devonr;- . 
Wide as the port-hole of a ſeventy- four. 


Such is the picture of a palace ſcene, 
Drawn by an amateur, I ween ; 

The outline chafte, and eafy flowing; 

The colouring not a whit too glowing. 
Such, ſuch is apvLaT1ON, charming maid !* * 
Whoſe conduct you won't copy, I'm afraid. - 


THERE. is no wanton ſeverity in the prereding- 
lines, no bitterneſs of ' ſarcaſm (ſuch as this poet 15" © 
won't to indulge when royalty comes in his way); and 
we here gladly give him credit, though a ſatiriſt, for 
kis humanity and tenderneſs. | 


* — 


O'DE v. 


AT 22 lo! the ſoul demurs ! ' 

A At ſuch the royal mind revolts: 

Hates it as muck as ſticks, the cats and curs,.* - - 
Or curbs, and whips, and ſpurs, high · mettled colts >. 


Too well I know that you the great deſpiſe ; 
Molehills, inſtead of mountains, in your eyes: 
| *Fis wrong! | 

I often rev*rence GRANDEUR in my ſong. 


Go, Sirs, to court upon a gala day.e : 
Sdoh as the ſoldiers cry aloud, * Make way!“ 
How gloriouſly the courtiers ſtrut it by, 
In | 2 iq of-filk and gold, 
With ſuch an elevated front, and bold,. - 
With ſuch ſtate - conſequence in either eye; 


So much above the ground on which they ſtrut, 
So ſtiff, ſo ſtake- like, all the pompous pack, 

As. though Dame Nature had forgot to put 
The joints. of. manners to the neck and back. 


P p32 O gloridas. 
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O glorious fight! this no one dares deny :- 
And lo! I'd lay confiderable odds, 


That man who ne'er divinities did ſpy, 


Would really take them for a pack of gods! 


Grant that the great are ignorant. what then? 
Still are they folks of worſhip—ſtill great men; 
Though ogg'd through ſchools, baniſh'd from a-- 
college, 
Although = one inch broad their minds, I ween : . 
The utmoſt boundary of all their knowledge, 
The game-aR and Joan NicaoLs's magazine. 


Still men of worſhip, muſt they all;appear - 
Be1NGs we little people ſhould revere ? 
'Tis nat'ral to revere the ll on high ; 
To rev*rence, lo! our infancies are led! 
Well do I recolle& how oft my eye 
Ador'd the kings and queens of gingerbread : - 


King David,, Solomon, and that brave Queen * 
Who rode ſo far to ſee, and to be ſeen : 
Though hungry as a hound, with pence in ſtore; 
When in their glory on the ſtalls I meet em; 
Though lenging to devour them o'er and o'er, 
I deem'd it ſacrilege to eat em. 


A<AING, a painter, an architect, a poet-laureat, 
a printer, a reviewer, or even a ſmaller object than 
any of theſe, a poor, little, crawling lonſe, for inſtance, 
will ſerve Peter for a theme, or, rather, for a title- 
page, when he has a mind to great the world with a 
new poem; and it matters not whether the contents 
of the piece bear much, or little, or no, relation to _ 
its title, 


Her Majeſty of Sheba. , 


O DE 
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ODE VI. 


19 light of EAS is a little ray, 

Bat ſtil} it ſhews us the right way: 
Indeed, the GENTLEWoMAN makes no blaze, 
No bonfire tempting a fool's eye to gaze— 

A modeſt dame, remote, .and calm, and coy, . 
And never Playeth gambels, to deſtroy. | 


But ExRxOR, what a meretricious jade, 

Amidſt her trackleſs wilds immers'd in ſhade... 
To tempt the filly and unwary ! 

Her meteor, lo! ſhe lights !—here, there, 

Up, down, ſhe dances it—now far, now near, 
In mad and riotous vagary. 


On the fools wander, in purſuit ſo ſtout, 
And love of this fame gariſtelight ;.. 
All on a ſudden goes this meteor out; | 

And caught, like badgers, in the ſack of night, 
Blund'ring and trying to get back agen, 
They roll about in vain, poor men. 


Thus you academicjans all proceed ! | 
You are thoſe BA DGERS, gentlemen, indeed! 


There ſeems an ardent ſpirit; to my mind, 

A revolution ſpirit, mongſt mankind: 
Aſpark will now ſet kingdoms in a blaze, 
That would not fire a barn in former days; 
So lately turn'd to touchwood is each ſtate— 
So whimſical, indeed, the ways of FATE. 


Pray, Strs, both old and young, ye bright and muddy, 


Did ever you make cuckoldom your ſtudy ? 
P'rhaps no, if rightly I divine 
But, gentlemen, I've made it mize. 


This ſtate of man, and let me add obſcenity, . 
Is not a ſituation of. betweenity, . 


a7 

As ſome word-coiners are diſpos'd to call't== - 
Meaning a mawkiſh, as-it-were-;/b ſtate, 
Containing neither love nor hate 

A ſort of water- gruel without ſalt. 


Know then, that cu cxorDon's all eye, all ear, 
All ſmell, all taſte, and, faith! all feeling 
His ſenſes ſharp as thoſe of cats appear, 
Io right, to left—as quick as ſoldiers wheeling, 
To catch a wife's bad fame, alas! not praiſe ; - 
Thus ſetting traps to ſqueeze his future days; 


Watering with one eternal tear the eye, 

And making lovely Lirk one lengthen'd figh :- . 
A pair of antlers his—he fits on thorns 
He nothing ſees but horns, . horns, horas ! 


Nay, to the cuckold in idea, lo, 
On either ſide his head a horn appears 
Tremendous ! but which all his neighbours know: -- 
Are only one huge pair of aſs's ears. 


Then pray diſmiſs your jealouſies and frights; 
Our M——þ means not to invade your rights: 
It never, never was a royal plan 

« For BxuTvs is an honourable man 
Greater from CHAMRERs ſhould be all your fears, 
Whoſe nous is tumbling faſt about your ears. 


15 


IF Truth, as- has been afferted; is a cold unpoetical 
virtue, and bards univerſally ſucceed beſt in fiction, it 
may perhaps furniſh a criterion, by which we may try 
our author's loyalty. From- a fincere regard for the 
facetious Peter, and as the only return we can make 
for the frequent entertainment we have received from 
his writings, we have adopted this method of diſtinction; 
and it has enabled us to add, which we do with pride - 
and pleaſure, that we are convinced he is truly Joyal * 
41 heart.” In his Satire on Kings, there is a vein of 
true poetry, equal ſublimity, 2 the os magna. 
fonatzrum, and the. vivid blaze of genius. When he 

praiſes 


14 

zaiſes them, there is often a tameneſs, an apparent 
bour, the Siſyphean toil of rolling, up the ſteep aſcent; 
2 rough round ſtone, a ſpirit and an animation only 
when he eſcapes from his ſubject into pure deſcription, 
or a few ly difloyal alluſions. Could Ariftotle himſelf, 
eould his deſcendant, the great Scriblerus, or the united 
bands of all the Reviewers, haud paſſibus.a@quis ſequentes, 
vaiſn for a more certain proof that diſſoyalty is aſſumed, 
and that the ſpirit and the knee bow, with equal flexi- 
bility, at the name of king? Let it be no longer in- 
finuated, then, that Peter is diſloyal, for the Rights of 
Kings is written with the tameneſs of truth, the labour 
ef ſincerity, without one animating ſpark of fiction. 


„„ 


HE King (God grace him) wiſhes you to ine: 
[ He rais'd the building with your caſh and mine : 
But what is wealth? what thouſands? trifling things! 
To ſwell the mighty volume of its fame, 1 
He call'd it ov thus he gave the name 
Which proveth the munificence of kin | 
Heav*ns, what a preſent ! ah, well worth poſſeſſing! 
Lo! on a level with abiſhop's bleffing } | 


DomrTian (ſo ſays MSH, with a ſigh) 
Would quit affairs of ſtate, to hunt a fly: 

But we have no ſuch triffe- hunting king 
Europe knows no ſuch miſerable ings / 

Her princes gallop on a larger ſcale; 

No flippant minnow, but the flound'ring whale. . 


Grone wiſhes not to give the dome a. grave; 

Not to deſtroy he cometh—but to ſave: 

Not like Dame Nature, who compoſes forma 
The faireſt for the faſcinated eye ; 

Then ſends her lightnings, floods, and ſtorms, 
To bid the beauteous flow'rets die! 
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When once a woman's handſome, ſmart, and clever, 
In God's name let her bloom for ever ! 
Ah! could I fnatch Time's ploughſhare from his hand, 
Who, with that cafe a farmer fkirts bis land, 

Furrows ſo cruelly o'er the faireſt face! 
Relentleſs as a Mohawk, on he. goes, 
Cuts up the lily and the roſe, : 

Roots up each wavy. curl, and bends the-neck of 

grace 


Ah! could I fimply do but this, 
The ſweeteſt lips would give me many a kiſs. 


By raifing,. then deſtroying like a Turk, 

It ſeems as though Time did not like his work 3. 
As though he wanted ſomething letter ſtill, 
Than e'er was manufactur'd at his mill. 


And yet how exquiſite, of charms the crop 
In Meſdames * Jounson's, * KELLY's, * Wigpsor's 


Or rather — 1Bord, if fond of billing;: 
What grace, for guineas, we may find. | 
Nay, in the ſtreets, if cheapneſs fuits our mind, 
We purchaſe Cleopatras for a ſhilling, 


@'Bzeavrtr,. how thou ſtealeſt.me away! 
Born, thou ſweet wircn, thy yo&T to beguiles: 
Thy fool, idolator,. by night, by day, | 
e feels a chain in ev'ry ſmile. 
Thou tyrant of my heart, let go my pen — 
Em, will ſpeak to academic men. 


Sirs! ſhould the ROYAL. ATT, from his height, 
Dart on your puny forms, his eye of flame, 

And wanton, juſt to exercife his might 
(Deeming you no ignoble game), 

Should ponnce on your owl-backs, fo ſtout, ... 

How would a cloud of feathers fly about ! 

The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe— 

W hat figures you would cut within his gripe !** 


The prieſteſſes of the Cyprian goddeſs, - | 


L 463 1 | 
This camthe Krug or LES perform know fits  - 
Yet, though of pow'r ſo full, he will not ſhew it. 
Too ſoon your band.its weakneſs would deplore ! 
A crab in a cow's mouth no more! 


Bay, don't you tremble at th' affronted name? 
here lurks the burning bluſh of ſhame-? 
Alas ! that ſymptom of remaining grace » 
Knows not to tinge an academic face ! 

Sons of the dev'] like you, rebellious, hear 
It is for kings to bxrden——us to bear. | 


1 own T've ſaid (and glory in th' advice), 

Be not, O king, as uſual over-nze : 

« Dread Sire (to take a phraſe from CALIBZA v), 
Bite em | 

„To pour a heavier vengeance on the clan, 
« Knight em.“ 


—_— _— r 


ODE IX. 
IHE modern French deem menarchs much like 


fire, 

Which a good looking · after doth require 

Too much: inelin'd to prove an evil; 
A fire that needeth to be well ſecur'd, 
Well iren'd, pinion'd, and immur'd, 

Which otherwiſe would play the devil: 
Vet if on politics a bard may prate, 
J deem their monarch's jacket rather ſtrait | 
Mespames PorssArDEs, 'twas ſhockingly ill bred, 
To fling your founders at yu MONARCH'S head. 
Though, VExuslike, deſcended fram the flood, 
*T was baſe, ye ſweet pivixities of mud. 
To this great truth, a UNIVERSE agrees, 
4 He awho lies down with dogs, will riſe with fleas,” 


How applicable! lo, you took advice, 
I'm ſure, from that Axch- DEVIL, Doc rox n. 
| n 
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And STanno?s—who ſo praiſe the French and clap, 
For catching kings, like pole-cats, in a trap. 


O may I never be—but were T king, 
Like ropes ſhould I confider laws ; 
Preventing, when I wiſl'd it, a good ſpring— 
Hand- cuffs to bind my lion-claws, . 


A ſet of articles implies miſtruſt— 
How can the- Lox 's anoixTED be unjuſt ? 
We never ſhould believe ſuch things 
As doubt the wiſdom of the xiNG oF KINGs : 
What the Loxp chooſes mf be good, 
Although he ſent us but a piece of wood. 
Ev'n *-CHESTERFIELD, that Atheiſtic dog, 
Declares he has a rev'rence for KING Los. 
When will that lucky day be born, that brings 
'« A bridle for the arrogance of kings? 
« Too ſlowly moves, alas! the loitt'ring hour. 
„When will thoſe tyrants ceaſe to fancy man 
© A dog in PRO VYDENCE“s lev'ling plan, 
„To crouch, and lick the blood-ſtain'd rods of 
« pow'r ?” | 
Such is your moſt unkingly cry 
And lo, T tell it with a al! N | 


Rank is in man the ch of oppoſition, 

Which wanteth a good whip for a phyſician. 
You keep bad company that turns your head 

So hungrily you ev'ry thing devour, 

That tends to clip the wings of royal pow'r, 
Which like the eagle's pinion ought to ſpread ; 

So greedily ſuck in REBELLION'S breath, 

That wafts the ſeeds of im>UDENCE and DEATH. 


Thus, hound-hike, at a Lord-Mayor's feaſt, 
A COMMON-COUNCILMAN, a beaſt, 

On ev'ry ſeaſon'd diſh ſo hungry ſtuffs — 
Unbuttons, wipes the ſweat away, and puffs. 


* I confeſs 1 have ſome regard for KN G Loc,” Ide le 


Letters. 
2 Poor 
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Poor fool! he ſwallows rheumatiſm and gout, 
Aſthma and apoplexy—and more ills 


Than doctors, with their knowledges ſo ſtout, 
Can vanquiſh with their boluſes and pills! 


But, Sirs, you muſt be cautious how you act; 
Attorney-General 1s no reaſoning thing ! 
*Tis an undubitable fact, 
This fellow is the creature of a king ; | 
His eagle thunder bearer—loud his cry— 
And Inſtant vengeance” is his ſole reply. 
"Tis dangerous to ſhake hands with ſuch hard claws, 
His gripe enough to make the braveſt pauſe. 


Then be not at your midnight orgies ſeen, 
Buzzing opinions upon king and queen. 
Ah! ſhould he fally forth fo ſtrong, 
Amidſt your wantonneſs of ſpeech and ſong 3 
Unlin'd by mercy, you will feel his gripe, - 
Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 


Thus, at the ſolemn, ſtill, and ſunleſs hour, 
When to their ſports the inſe& nations pour; 


In airy tumult bleſt, the light-wing'd throng, 
Thoughtleſs of enemies in ambuſcade, 

Hums to x16aT's liſt'ning ear the choral ſong, | 
And wantons through the boundleſs field of ſhade ; 

When, lo! the mouſe-fac'd peEmox of the gloom, 

Eſpying, hungry meditates their doom! 


Bounce, from his hole ſo ſecret burſts the zar, 
To honour, mercy, moderation, loſt ! 
Behold him fally on the humming hoſt, 

And murd'rous overturn the tribes of NAT; 
Nimbly from right to left, like Tryroo, wheel, 
And ſnap ten thouſand pris'ners at a meal ! 


THE facetious Peter Pindar, whoſe pointed ridicule 
fo frequently excites a laugh againſt his neighbours, 
has himſelf been occaſionally threatened with ret2- 


Qq liation. 


„ ↄ · MW 
liation. It ſo happens, however, that, although the 
rod of ſatire has been held by ſeveral different hands, 
yet Peter has not, as yet, been wwhipt out of that dry 
humour, peculiar to himſelf. 0 


— 


— 4. 


— 


ODE X. 


OW pleaſant tis the courtier clan to ſee ! 
So prompt to drop to Majeſty the knee ; 
To ſtart, to run, to leap, to fly, 
And gambol in the royal eye ; | 
And, if expectant of foe high employ, 
How kicks the heart againſt the ribs, for joy. 


How rich the incenſe to the royal noſe ! 

How liquidly the oil of FLAT TR V flows ! 

But ſhould the monarch turn from ſweet to ſour, 
Which cometh oft to paſs in half an hour, 

How alter'd inſtantly the courtier clan ! 

How faint! how pale! how woe-begone, and wan ! 


Thus Cox vox, betroth'd to DELIA's charms, 
In fancy holds her ever in his arms: 
In madd' ning fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours ; 
Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen flow 
In rich luxuriance o'er a breaſt of ſnow, 
And on that breaſt the ſoul of rapture pours. 


Niskr, too, entrances=$SLUMBER brings the dream 
Gives to his lips his 1001's ſweeteſt \kiſs ; 

Bids the wild heart, high panting, ſwell its ſtream, 
And delnge ev*ry nerve with bliſs: | 

But if his VM YH unfortunately frowns, 

Sad, chop-fall'n, lo! he hangs himſelf, or drowns ! 


Oh, try with bliſs his moments to beguile : 
Strive not to make your ſov*'reign frown—but ſmile ; 
Sublime are royal nods—moſt precious things ! — 

Then, to be whiftled to by kings! 


To 
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To haye them lean familiar on one's ſhoulder, 
Becoming thus the royal arm-upholder, 

A heart of very ſtone muſt grow quite glad. 
Oh! would ſome king ſo far himſelf demean, 
As on my ſhoulder but for once to lean, 

Th' exceſs of joy would nearly make me mad! 
How on the honour'd garment I ſhould doat 
And think a glory blaz'd around the coat 


Bleſt, I ſhould make this coat my coat of arms, 
In fancy glitt'ring with a thouſand charms ; 

And ſhew my children's children o'er and ofer : 
Here, babies,” I ſhould ſay, „with awe behold 
„This coat—worth fifty times its weight in gold: 

„This very, very coat your grandſire wore ! 


« Here,” —pointing to the ſhoulder—I ſhould ſay, 
«© Here Majeſty's «wr hand fo ſacred lay — 
Then p'rhaps repeat ſome ſpeech the King might 
utter; EE) 
As—“ Peter, how go ſheep a ſcore ? what? what? 
« What's cheapeſt meat to make a bullock fat ? 
„% He? he? what, what's the price of country 
« butter? | 


Tnen ſhould I, ſtrutting, give myſelf an air, 
And deem my houſe adorn'd with immortality: - 
Thus ſhould I make the children, calf-like, ſtare, 
And fancy grandfather a man of quality : 
And yet, not ſtopping here, with chearful note, 
The muſe ſhould fing an ode upon the coat. 


Poor loſt America, high honours miſſing, 
Knows nought of ſanile and nod, and ſweet hand- 
kifling ; | 
Knows nought of golden promiſes of kings ; 
Knows nought of coronets, and ſtars, and ſtrings ; 
In ſolitude the lovely REBEL fighs ! 
But vainly drops the penitential tear— 
Deaf as the adder to the woman's cries, 
We ſuffer not her wail to wound our ear: 
For food we bid her hopeleſs children prow!, 
And with the ſavage of the deſert how 
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10 AN may be happy, if he will!? 
I've faid it often, and I think ſo ſtill : 
Doctrine to make the M1LLIOw ſtare ! a 
Know then, each MorTAL is an actual Fove ; 
Can brew what weather he ſhall moſt approve, 
Or wind, or calm, or fonl, or fair. 


But here's the miſchief—man's an aſs, I ſay ; 

Too fond of thunder, light'ning, ſtorm, and rain; 
He hides the charming, chearful ray 

That ſpreads a {mile o'er hill and plain! 
Dark, he u court the ſcull, and ſpade, and ſhroud— 
The miſtreſs of his ſoul muſt be a Loup 


Who told him that he muſt be curs'd on earth? 
The Gob of NaTurxE ?—No ſuch thing N 
He av*n whiſper'd him, the moment of his birth, 
« Don't cry, my lad, but dance and fing ; 
„Don't be too wiſe, and be an ape ;— | 
In colours let thy ſoul be dreſs'd,. not crape. 


„Ross fhall ſmooth LIrE's journey, and adorn z 
«© Yet mind me—if, through want of grace, 
Thou mean'ſt to fling the blefling in my face, 

Thou haſt full leave to tread upon a thorn.“ 


Vet ſome there are, of men I think the worſt, 
Poor imps! unhappy, if they can't be curs'd— 
For ever brooding over mis'RY's eggs, 

As though life's pleaſure were a deadiy fin ; 
| Mouſing for ever for a gin 
To catch their happineſſes by the legs. 


Ev'n at a dinner ſome will be unbleſs'd, 
However good the viands, and well dreſs'd: | 
They always come to table with a ſcowl, 
Squint with a face of verjuice o'er each diſh, 
Fault the poor fleſh, and quarrel with the fiſli, * 
Curſe cook and wife, and, loathing, eat and n 
-- cart- 


— 
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A cart-load, lo, their ſtomachs ſteal, 
Yet ſwear they cannot make a meal. 
I like not the blue-devil-hunting crew! 
I hate to drop the diſcontented jaw ! 
O let me naTvrE's fimple ſmile purſue, 
And pick ev'n pleaſure from a ſtraw. - 


: 
— * —— — 


ODE XII. = 
F age $0V*REIGNS,' Sirs, with more reſpect, 
I beg: | 


To thrones, 1 due decorum, make a leg; 

Ev'n thoſe are ſacred, though but empty chairs: : 
There lurks in thrones a ſomething, though but wood, 
That thrills with awe the vulgar maſs of blood, 

And fills the mouth and eye with gapes and ſtares ; 


Wiſhing by no means to affront, 
I wonder what's the meaning on't ! 


Lovis QuaToRZE was quite the Frenchman's cop; 
Who made all nations tremble at his nod ; 

Married Scaxron's old widow, dry and frouſy; 
Got deep in debt, the conſtable out- ran; A 


And, to complete the farce, this Gop-LIkE MAN 
: : Died——/ou/y * ! 


The cow, ſo powerful, made him ev'ry thing! 
There's ſomewhat marv'llous in't, I muſt own! 
For folly is not folly on a throne ; 25 

For whiting's eyes are diamonds in a king! 


I dare not ſay that no exception ſprin 

Againſt this mighty ens aber of Ange 8 
Not all a monazcn's ſmiles, and pow'rs of PLACE, 
Can wipe vulgarity from BxUDENELL's face; 
Nor, though a whole eternity they try, 

Blot art, infernal art, from H—ksB— uv s eye; 
Blot beaſt from S—L1sB—y, who no legend needs, 
Pertneſs from D-—-x, and vacancy from L—vs. 


He had actually the morbus pediculeſuss | | 
23 „ » WES 
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1 Majeſty admireth yon fair * po; 

And deemeth that he is admir'd again; 
The King is wedded to it—'tis his home — 
He watches it—and lover it, een to pain: 

And yet this lofty dome is heard to ſay, 
% Poh! poh! p- x take your love away! away !”? 


To this, with energy, I anſwer “ Shame!“ 
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame: 

This is unſeemly, nay, ungrateful carriage, 
And brings to mind a little ode to MARRIAGE. 


OD E To HI ME N; 
o R, ; | 
THE HECTIC. 


GP of ten million charming things, | 
Of whom ozr MIL rox ſo divinely ſings, 
Once dove-tail'd to a devil of a wife —- 

HymeN, how comes it that I am fo ſlighted 2 
Why with thy myſt'ries am I not delighted, 
Which I have tried to peep on half my life? 


God of the down-clad chains, diſpel the miſt— 
O put me ſpeedily upon thy liſt ! * 

A civil liſt, like that of kings, I'm told, 
Bringing in ſwelling bags of glorious gold! 


What have I done to lofe thy good opinion ? 
Againſt thee was I ever known to rail; 
And ſay (abuſing thus thy ſweet dominion), 
« Curſe me, if this boy's trap ſhall catch my tail 2'? 


2 The Royal Academy. 
I No, 


3 
No, no - praiſe thy knot with bellowing breath, 
Which, like Jack KEren's, ſeldom ſhps till death. 


Lo! *midſt the hollow-ſounding vault of night, 
Deep coughing by the taper's lonely light, 
The hopeleſs ROI rolls his eye balls, ſighing: 
« Sleep on,“ he cries, and drops the tend'reſt tear; 
Then kiſſes his wife's cherub-cheek ſo dear: Re 
« Bleſt be thy ſlumbers, love! though I am dying: 
« Ah! whilſt h ſleepeſt with the ſweeteſt breath, 
4% pump, for life, the putrid well of death! 


4% feel of fate's hard hand th' oppreſfive pow'r ; 
« [count the iron tongue of ev'ry hour, 

% That ſeems in fancy's ſtartled car to ſay— ' 

« Soon mult thou wander from thy wife away. 


« Dread found? too ſolemn for the ſoul to bear, 
«© Murm'ring deep melancholy on my ear: 

„% And ſullen—ling'ring, as if loth to part, 
« And eaſe the terrors of my fainting 172 

« Yet, though 7 pant for life, ſleep thou, my dove, 
10 For well thy conſtancy deſerves my love.“ 


And, lo! all young and beauteous, by his fide, 

His foft, freſh-blooming, incenſe · breathing BRIDE, 
Whoſe cheek the dream of rapt'rous kiſſes . 

Anticipates her spousz's wiſh ſo good; 

Feels love's wild ardours tingling through her blood, 
And pants amidit a fecond huſband's arms ; | 

Now opcs her eyes, and, turning round her head, 

« Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead!“ 


— 


ODE XIV. 


1 quarrell'd with Stx Josnv ſome time ſince; 
Ot painters, eaſily allow d the prince — 

The emp ror, let me ſay, without a flattery: 
Yet wantonly againſt this emp'ror, lo! 
An overflowing tub of bile to ſhew, 

You fooliſh planted an internal battery. 
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The mind of man is vaſtly like a hive; 
His thoughts ſo buſy ever—all alive! 

But here the /mile will go no further; 
For bees are making honey, one and all; 
Man's thoughts are dub in producing gall, 

Committ ing, as it were, ſelf-murther. 


But let the ſpirit that ſurrounds my frame 
Sit eaſy on it, juſt like an old ſhoe— 
When DISAPPOINTMENT ſets my houſe in flames, 
Let REASON all ſhe can to quench it do: 
Reasov has engines plentiful and ſtout, 
With water at command to put it out. 


I hate to hear men quarrelling through life, 
Themſelves the fabricators of the ſtrife ; 
For ever hunting, with a hound-like noſe, 
Into that hornet's neſt, the tribe of woes : 
And when the woes invited greet 'em, 
They wonder how the dev'] they meet 'em. 


ONE. £4V. 


n= could you wiſh your * pxEsIDENT to change? 
Ah! could you, PA Axs, after falſe gods range? 
Swop /olid REeyNnoLDs for that /badew WrsT ? 
In love- affairs variety's no fin— 
Trav'llers may change at any time their inn— 
Here *tis paint-blaſphemy, I do proteſt, 


In Love's warm regions i ſhould like, I own, 
Midſt diff 'rent climes to fix my throne : 
Daviy's phyſicians order'd change of + dame— 
And, lo! t improve our cows, we bid 'em paſs 
Into variety of grafs— 
With 8&zlls, I gueſs, th' advantage is the ſame. 


The AuTxor has ſome reaſon to imagine, that a part of the 
academic rebellion was meant to attack the PRES!DEXT ; the dif- 
appearance of whoſe works, in the preſent £xn1B1T10N, has been 
fatal.—@ne picture from Six Jos nuA's hand would have atoned 
for a hoſt of daubs. 


_ + Abiſhax, the fair Shunamite. 
And 


. . * 
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And as I Mows1evs Curipox employ, 
To manufacture pieces of my joy, 

I would not mad run counter to the faſhion : 
A little SypLVIA, with the ſweeteſt ſmile, 
Poſſeſſes power ſome moments to beguile, 


And in Elyſium lap the prettieſt paſſion. 


But not toujours perdrix—the vulgar thing! 


Then PLEASURE foon would ſpread her wanton wing; 


No! no! variETY the game mult ſtart 


Come oft, and make her curt'ſy to my heart; 


And, like the orange-gitls, my taſte to ſuit, | 
Cry, Choice of fruit=fine fruit, Sir choice of 
« fruit.“ | 


Dull congTaNcy is quite a quaker's hat, 
So formal !—changeleſs in its great broam brim z 
V axIETyY's a fine young playful caT— * 
A hopeful imp of ſpirit, ſport, and whim; 
Who, when all other objects fail, 
Runs after its own tail. | 


— 


2 * 


ODE XVI. 
EAD is idolatry, and faint the praiſe _ f 
That 5 A people meet with now-a-days ! 
All uamoleſted, lo! the virtues ſleep! 
Their roof with fair applauſe but rarely rings— 


| Sweet PANEGYRIC moves with ſnail-like creep, 
And DeramaTioy on the hght'ning's wings! 


Too pleas'd to pluck the ſoaring plume of row's, 
You bleſs an oppoſition hour ; 

Too fond, alas! of roaſting harmleſs kings; 
Too well I know what freedoms you would take— 
Beat the dear creatures juſt like bears at ſtake ; 

Juſt like a poor tame 6ULL's, would clip his wings! 


Poor 
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Poor bird ! whom rarE oft cruelly aſſails; 
Forc'd from his bold atrial height, 
Sweeping the ſun amidſt his flight, 
To hop a garden, and hunt ſnails ! 


Such is the fate of Louis Seize, 
Whom yiTY, with a ſigh, ſurveys; | 
Whom Frencamen daringly have laid a curb on; 
Who now no more full royally indites, 
No more „ Sic volo to his kingdom writes, 
But, I'm your humble ſervant, Louis BounBoN.,” 


Lettres-de-catchet, now no longer known, 

Shall lull no more an EmeiRE's idle groan : | 
Baſtiles, thoſe ſchools of peace and ſweet morality, 
Inſtruct no more the mob, and men of quality: 


Baffiles, the haunt of philoſophic gloom, 
Surround the imys of liberty no more: 

In duſt each iron and coloſſal door, 
Which clos'd in thunder on a rebel's room: 


That pealing, with reverberated found, _ | 
Rung through the caverns of the dread PRoOFouND ; 
Where MEDITATION ponder'd, penſive maid ! 

And rorxRos, death-like, paus'd upon the ſhade, 


Oh, let us cheriſh, then, the xovaL race, 

The fount of honour, freedom, penfion, place ! 

On me would x1NGcs their treaſure fling away, 

Moſt humbly grateful would I ſay, 

« Thus Lys14's foreſts a kind ſhade fopphy, 
& And for the meaneſt ſavage form a den; 

ce And thus the mountains that invade the ſky, g 
Kind, in their ſhaggy boſoms warm the wRIX.“ 


PETER, 
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PETER, like Antzns, riſes with an elaſtic rebound, 
when borne down by the weight of his /ubjef, finking 
from a frigorific torpor, or from a fear of melting his 
waxen wings, he has, for a moment, touched the 
ground, 


ODE XVIL 


ATP the deep'ning gon of time 
Your puny name ſhall ſcarce appear; 
While thoſe of kings, in characters ſublime, 
Shall, blazing, bid a world revere : 
Their peerleſs acts, with ev'ry virtuous quality, 
Shall grace the PYRAMID of IMMORTALITY, 


There ſhall their glorious names be ſeen ſo bright, 
As on a birth or coronation night, 
Amidſt the evening's honour'd ſhade, 
Faſt by the grocer's, or the chandler's ſhop, 
Or lace, or pin-man, or the man of mop, 
By loyal thumb-bottles diſplay'd ! 
That, burning with a rival glow, 
Beam on the gaping multitude below, 


Know, when we ſlumber, not ſo ſleeps the King _ 
He watches !—yes, he ponders through the night! 
To buried genius lends a fancied wing, | 
And lifts him from his darkneſs into light : 


Thus, nightly on the“ MEvacirzzy ſhore, 
When norRoOR breathes upon the heaving DEEP, 
Amid the wild and ſolemn roar ; 
Theſe eyes have ſeen the crafty xezoN creep, 
Now dart his beak fo ſharp for fiſh's blood, 
And ſnatch a wriggling conger from the flood! 


Here differeth this compariſon of ours 
The KING preſerveth—but the FowL dewours, 


* A fiſhing-town,, in Coruwall. 
ODE 


| 
| 
[ 
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O Sirs, with balters round your wretched necks, 
Which ſome contrition for your crime beſpeaks, 
And much-offended Majeſty implore; 
Say, piteous, kneeling in the royal view— 
Have pity on a ſad abandon'd crew, 
* And we, great King, will ſin no more: 
« Forgive, dread Sir, the crying fin, 
« And Mifer LAURENCE ſhall come in.“ 


Your hemp cravats,. your pray'r, your Tyburn mien, 

May pardon gain from our good King and Queen, 
For they are not inexorable people; 

Aithough you thus have run their patience hard ; 

And though you are, to ſuch great folk, compar'd, 
Candle-cxtinguiſhers to ſome high ſteeple. | 


For kings (I ſpeak it to their vaſt applauſe) 
Can pardon, if you let them gain their cauſe ; 
So gracious, they will give you ſuch kind looks, 
As fell upon the ſhav'd and humbled cooks ; 
Kind as a gard'ner's charitable eye 

On ſome cruſh'd ſnail, or bird- lim'd fly; 

Kind as the epicure's, who, fond of mites, 
Mingleth compaſſion with his bites. 


How vile to make the front of monarchs low'r! 
I ſee him, all like vinegar fo four, 
Look black !—but, i! good-bumonr's in his ſoul ;; 
And now I mark it, ſtealing forth fo ſweet— 
Stream of forgiveneſs, what a treat !— 
1 ſee his eye, with love-rekindling, roll. 


Thus, when the pEmoN of the ſtorm has driv'n 

The sur, that vour of ſplendgur, from his heav'n, 
Drovn'd ev'ry vale, and blaſted ev'ry bloom; 
Caſt o'er poor NATURE's ſmile a fable ſhroud, 
Each beauty blotted with his inkieſt cloud, 
And giv'n a chearful world to gloom ; 
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Lo! through the giant ſhade, a lonely ra 
Peeps from the op' ning Weſt with timid air 
(Till forc'd by ſhouldering clouds away): 
Informing man, To-morrow will be fair.“ 


* 


Oh, had you rev'renc'd a great k—g's commands, 
What — he had taken off . hands ! | 
For Art you had not rang'd the realm around 

His keener eye the precious gem had found ! 

Then, what an honour to have ſeen appointed, 

Your very NIGHTMAN, by the Loxp's Ax oIxTE D? 


— _ 


ODE XIX. 


ARIAS more, and I have done 
The muſe's tittle- tattle muſt go on.— 


The world is very fond of calling © Fool z” 
It looks with rapture on a ſimple head, 
Of puerilities the rich hot- bed, 
So pleaſing to the taſte of x1ÞICULE 3 
Rare crops! that, thick*ning into lite, 
Start, like aſparagus, to tempt the knife, 


And, ſhould the head belong to ſome great puke, 
HAwK-SATIRE eyes it with the keeneſt look: 

Still, ſhould the oẽwx ER hap to be a KING, 

Sharp for her quarry, how ſhe prunes her wing ! 
Such is the proneneſs to aſſail great folk, 

And make high birth and ſtate a ſtaading joke. 


Oh, for an ointment to deſtroy the ſcab 

Call'd Exvy, which, alas! too many know! 
The heart ſhould be 2 medlar, not a crab; 

Milk, and not verjuice, from its fount ſhould flow: 
But GREATNESS, ſun-like, from the muddy ſtream, 
Draws the foul vapour that obſcures its beam ! 


R r Indeed, 
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Indeed, the pEOPLE are a lawleſs creu 
Why ſtrive I then, Quixotic, to reform? 

As ſoon a feather may the waves ſubdue, 
And ſpiders bind the pinions of the ſtorm. 


Yet, 'tis not ſtrange, that kings ſhould loſe repute, 
Conſid*'ring man's ſo great a brute,— ? 
Ev'n 541NTs themſelves have loſt their reputation: 
Rome formerly had thirty thouſand gods; 
And now, I warrant ye, 'tis odds, 
They own ſcarce oxe through all the Romiſh nation, 
Alas! who now believes in ſticks and ſtones, 
Old rags, and hair, and marrow-bones ? 


SAINT AGNES, that ſweet lady, void of fin, 
Was ſtripp'd, poor gentlewoman, to her ſkin; 
And, for religion, carried to the ſtews ; 
When, as the lady was ſo bare, 
Gop gave her ſuch a quantity of hair, 
As reach'd unto her very ſhoes. 


When to the bawdy-houſe arriv'd the pane, 
An angel from above commiſſion*d came, - 
And ſpread around her ſuch a heav'nly light, 

As dazzled every body's fight. | 


However, a young OFFICER, a buck, 
Wiſhing prodigiouſly to have a look, 2 

Daſh d forth, to pierce the middle of the light, 
Meaning to violate the DAME ſo good; | ; 
Which meaning, when the pEviL underſtood, 

He choak'd the wanton ROGUE out-right. 

henry ; 

Such is the tale! true ev'ry crumb; 
Now no more heeded than Tom Truns. 


To 
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TO MR. PITT. 


22 as a diamond to the beſt of queens, 
Dear as to cormorants, of fiſh a ſhoal ; 

Dear to a German hog, as beds of beans; | 
Dear as a fix-pence ſav'd, to Mis“ v's ſoul : 


Dear as the doctor's bill to this good nation, 
Which parliament, with tears of joy, ſurvey'd ; 
Which brought about a much-defir'd ſalvation, 
For which the doors have been poorly paid: 
Dear as the * ROYAL MESSAGE to the NaTION, 
By which more money humbly is implor'd— 
% More money for the CHILDREN's education 


Hard times! more money for the chILDREN's 
„% board ;” 


Dear as to valiant GLo'sTER ſword and gun; 
Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry aſs; 

Dear to the-fam'd GORE SELWYN, as a pun ; 
Dear as to legs of mutton, caper - ſauce; 


Dear as the voice of flatt'ry to the pxzovp ; 
Dear as to hackney-coachmen ſigns of rain, 

Who count their ſhillings in a coming cloud, 
And, pious, pray for Noah's flood again ; 


So dear to monarchs is that idol yow's ! 

So dear is prompt obedience to a king ! 
Far, of reſiſtance be the trying hour ! 

God bleſs us! what a melancholy thing ! 


What a niggardly ſet of repreſentatives we ſend to parliament! 
To ſuffer his Majeſty ſo frequently to be begging for a litle money, 
is ſhameful in the extreme.—-In God's name, let him have the 
TREASURY at once. Had he been worth ten or eleven millions, 
an economy would have been pardonable. 


Rr 2 | Yet 
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Yet oppoſition-fraught to royal wiſhes, 
Qunte counter to a gracious king's commands, 
Behold ! th' acapemicians, thaſe ſtrange fiſhes, 
For * WHEATLY lifted their unhallow'd hands. 


So then, thoſe fellows have not learnt to crawl, 
To play the ſpaniel, lick the foot, and fawn— 
Oh, be their bones by tygers broken all ! 
Pleas'd, by wild horſes conld I ſee them drawn.— 


O PitT! with thee I'm ſorry, very ſorry ! 
Not make a poor AssOcIATE t—fuch a thing } 

Who tried to tarniſh thus the royal glory ? 
What rebel balloted againſt his king ? 


Then, Sir, he is ſo bounkiful a man! 
A cataraQ of charity, I'll fay— 
Inform me, any body, if you can, 
Unmark'd by liberality a day ! 


Where'er he walks, where'er his wild career, 
Through CnETT' Nau, WEYMOuTH, Exon, PLY- 
MOUTH, Jo, F'q- 
With joy his ſtaring ſubjects all, ſo dear, 
See from each ſtep a ſtream of glory flow. 


Thus, when that pretty animal, an —, 
At night, on pavement gallops like the wind; 
Fire kindling at his heels, behold him paſs* 
How bright the ſparkles that hop out behind ! 


Nurs'd on the dung-hill of the ſmiles of kings, 
What muſhrooms daily, to ſurpriſe us, ſtart! 
So nimbly the fair vegetable ſprings! 
Such warmth prolific, can a ſmile impart! 


Such is of royalty the envied pow'r! 

Then periſh ev'ry academic plant! 
Oh, may they feel nor fun, nor foſt'ring ſhow'r ! 
Blow round them, O ye cold, cold winds of waxrt ! 


# The rival cas of Mr. Lavzrnce. 2 
| What 
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Ca 
What nabob ſtructures riſe, with ee | 
Whoſe owners' pecks well merit to be lopp d! 


With what fublimity they lift the head, 
By DEATH, and xviv's ATLAs-ſhoulders propp'd! 


But ſuch thy maſter's purity of ſoul, 

His eyes upon the ſword of juſtice feaſt: _ 
« Curſe on the pearl (he cries) by xarine ſtole; | 
„ Curſe on the dianionds of the bleeding Eaſt ! 


« Curſe on the villains that whole realms deſpoil! 
©« Curſe on the cruel hand (we hear him cry) 5 
«« That ſteals the fruit of LABOUx's honeſt toil, 
« And draws the tear of blood from PIT 's eye!“ 


O Pirr! what puniſhment ſhall we contrive, 
To ſuit this ſaucy, ſelf-important crew ? 

How ſhall we ſmoke this academic hive, 
That ſtinging makes us look ſo very blue ? 


Oh, bid our monarch draw his purſe-ſtrings tight ; 
Contract his open heart, of giant ſtature ; 

Uſe ev'ry ſpecies of little ſpite, | 
And violate for once his noble nature. 


Oh, bid our ſov'reign take it not to heart ; 
For downright brutes are BzrTons, nine in ten: 
At curbs and whips behold us aſſes ſtart, | 
And inſolently claim the xiGaTs oF MEN. 


And yet, I moderation with to kings; 
Yes, yes, they ſhould be merciful, though ſtrong 

As $CEPTRES have been found in France with wings, 
One would not loſe an Eur IRE for a ſong, 


THIS Mr. Pindar is furely a moſt unreaſonable 
man ! He would monopolize the kings of the earth, 
and appropriate them ſolely to his own uſe and emo- 
lument! I muſt have kings,“ quoth he, in one 
of his former publications. Let him, ſay we, have 

Rr 3 his 


. 1 


his kings, and emperors too, and empreſſes into thẽ 
bargain, if he wiſhes for them, and welcome but 
wherefore graſp at al]? Why not let a brother ſatiriſt, 
or a democratic politician, have a mouthful of royalty 
with him? Why, churliſnly, conſign Mr. Paine, and 
all the merry tellows who met to laugh-down and 
drink-down de/poti/m, at the Crown and Anchor, to 
Old Nick, as he here does, for having, peradventure, 
the ſame high - flavour, taſte, and reliſh, for ſonp- royal, 
with himſelf ? This unfair dealing reminds us of the 
late Doctor Kenrick, of audacious memory, who, after 
having attacked the Newtonian philoſophy, in various 
publications, for feveral years together, was fo un- 
- reaſonably enraged at a contemporary writer, for da- 
Ting to embark in the fame cauſe, that, [declaring 
„ no man ſhould abuſe Six Isaac NEewTox but him- 
« ſelf,” } he fell furioufly on the luckleſs Heretic in 
ſcience, and worried him moſt unmercifully,: in a pe- 
riodical work, in which Dr. K. bad then ſome con- 
cern. Thus it fares with refpect to poor Mr. Paine, 
and other ſpeculators on ref mation; no one may make 
free with kings, and crowns, and ſceptres, and «4 ſuch 
4 like things,” but Peter Pindar, Eſquire but 
wherefore is our heretofore pleaſant friend in ſuch a 
fearful paſſion ? Why has he, thus unfortunately, 
abandoned his happier ſtyle? Return, pleaſant bard ! 
return to thy wonted good-humour, that we may again 
« hugh and fhake** with thee, as heretofore! Vive 


la bagatelle, as long as thou likeſt, but, no more na- 
tional politict, good Maſter Pindar ! | 


MORE 
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MORE MONE VI! 
on | 629 
ODES or INSTRUCTION 
Mz. PIT T, &e. 
WITH 


SOME OTHER CHOICE MATTERS. 


ODE I. 


Mek money wanted !—tis a brazen he; ; 
"Tis orrostriox's difappointed 
A poiſon'd ſhaft to wound the beſt of king— | 
More money! *tis a poor invented ſtory, 
To cloud with dire diſgrace the king of glory— 
Damn'd ſheers to clip his fame's exalted wings. 


More money !—tis a little dii ty tale, 

To fink of popularity the gale, 

That wafts the name of Gkoxexk to utmoſt earth; 
A ſnake that ſhould be ſtrangled in its birth 


More money !—'tis a party-trick ſo mean, 

To make us fick of our good king and queen. 

We have no more to give—a truce to grants, 
That make the ſtate a field devour'd by * wants: 


* Another word for a mole. 
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The ruſt that eats the cannon— the rank weed 
That dares the veſſel's courſe ſublime impede ; 
The worm that gnaws its native keel, th' ingrate, 
And opes the world of waters for its fate; 
A ſpreading cancer that demands the knife; 

| That, wolf-like, preys upon the nation's life, 


More money !—what a ſound !—the ſolemn bell 
That tolls the conſtitution's knell, 


Clap a hot iron on the patriot tongues, 
For loading ſpotleſs Majeſty with wrongs : 
Nay, tear thoſe tongues, th' offenders, from their holes, 
Foul pumps, that pour the froth from poiſon'd ſouls, 
The Monarch ſcorns to aſk a penny more— 
Tax'd to the eyes, his groans the ſtate deplore: 
Away, then, DEFAMATION's baleful breath, 
That blows on vixruz's bud the blight of death. 


Vet, ſhould it happen that the beſt of kings 
1 Should whiſper to his miniſter- range things, 

| And bid thee money aſk, the tempting curſe ; 
Then firmly THov, the nation's ſteward, ſay 
(With rev*rence due to royalty, 1 pray), | 

« Dread Sir, have mercy on your prople's purſe. - 

« O king, your calculations have mitled ye: | 
« Millions on millions you have had already. 

Oh! let * piscreTIoN from the virtue band 
« Be call'd to court, to take you by the hand. 


% You really do not know how rich you are: 
„ Your wealth, ſo wond*rous, makes your ſubjects 
« ſtare | 
« Squeez'd from great cities, towns, and hovels : 
« HawksB'rty and Cours can ſhew fuch heaps of 
| « treaſure, | SEES | 
« Such loads of guineas for the royal pleaſure, 
&« Heav'd into iron cheſts with ſhovels ! 
« Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
„ Your coffers, Sir, are running o'er.” 


This is fruitleſs advice, I fear The rAssioxs are too pow- 
erful for the gentle vIRTUES. 
: ODE 
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ODE II. 


AY to the King (but with profound reſpect, 
For who would manners unto kings negle& ? ) 
„Dread Sir, to hoſpitals you little grant, 
„% Your magic name ſupplying every want 
„And then how feldom 'tis you give a treat! 
© And then your mutton, veal, and beef, you kill, 
„The ſtomachs of your favour'd few to fill 
And butchers ſwear tis very pretty meat. 


« Andlo, you kill your own delightful lambs : 

« And beat old BAKEwELL “ in the breed of rams, 
And never wiſh to keep a thing for finery : 

% Thus are parterres of Richmond and of Kew 

«+ Dug up for bull, and cow, and ram, and ewe, 
And Windſor-Park, fo glorious, made a {winery 

And lo, your _ thriving, let me fay, 

„% As not oz: drop of milk is giv'n away 

«« So fays your little dairy maid fo ſweet, N 

„% Whole beauties many a ſmile ſo gracious meet; 

And ſmiling like the blooming May, 

ho ſhews the milk-ſcore ev'ry day. 

++ How then can Majeſty be poor? 

+ Your chefts, Sir, muſt be running o'er. 


«+ Your oratorios that expences bred, 
„And DUKE or CUMBERLAND +, fo dear, are dead, 
„That gave Cie /aid) your Majeſty much pain 
++ The nation Kindly paid your doctor's bills, | 
„I mean the WIIIIsEs, for toil and pills, 
*« That brought you to your wiſdom, Sire, again 
«© Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
% Your coffers muſt be running oer. 


We have more reverence than to ſay, a brother grazier of the 
North. ; 
+ By the death of the Duke, a large annual income reverted to 


his Maj-ity. = C bba 


| 
| 
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« Cabbage and carrot without end, 

« The Windſor gard'ners * daily ſend ; 

&« Proud that their vegetables load the board 
„Of Britain's high and mighty Lob. 


« Of this their glad poſterity ſhall boaſt ; 

„For ſuch an honour never ſhould be loſt— 

« Thus ſhall they cry in triumph to their neighbours, 

© Crown'd were our great great great forefathers* la- 
“ bours ; 

« Whoſe praiſe through fame's long trumpet ever 
rings, | 

% For giving cabbages to kings. 


« Preſents of ey'ry ſort of thing are made, 
Without the ſlighteſt danger of offending 
« Either from gentlemen, or men in trade; 
&« Your Majeſties are both ſo condeſcending. 
« Folks for acceptance never beg and pray 
For preſents never yet were turn'd away. 


People meet with much encouragement, indeed, 
« For ſehding rarities and pretty things; 
« Although ſuch rarities you do not need — 
« Such is the ſweet humility of kings. 
„Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
« Your coffers muſt be running o'er. 


“ Card-entertainment tis you chiefly give, 

„ By which the chandlers ſcarce can live 

& For ſoon as e'er you leave the little rout, 

„The candles are immediately blown out! 

“ So quickly ſeiz'd on by ſome candle-ſhark, 

„ Lapis and gentlemen are in the dark . 

«© Where, what has happen'd, Heav'n alone can tell, 
* AS DARKNESS oft turns pimp t' undo a BELLE.“ 


* Not now,—See the Progreſs of ApmirRaTION® ĩö 

+ At the breaking-up of a royal card - party, this is conſtant'y 
done: — the poor maids of honor, and the gentlemen, may grope 
their way how they can. 


ODE 
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_ ODE III. 


82 to thy King (but, as I've ſaid before., 
With due reſpect), By G—, you can't be poor, 
« Sometimes a little concert is made up, | 
„Where nought is giv'n to eat or ſu 
„Where MusIc makes an economic pother; 
«© Where, with a ſolitary tweedle tweedle, 
„A pretty melancholy fiddle 
« Squeaks at the abſence of his little brother, 
« Whoſe preſence would be much enjoy'd, 
« But coſts too much to be employ'd ! | 
«© Where FischER's inſtrument (a frugal choice) 
„ Serves both for hautboys and for voice— | 
„% As BiLLINGToON and Maxa, to the King, 
& And that perverſe 8SroxAcE would not ſing *. 


«© Lo! by ſome woman's order (fie upon her !) 
6 The pretty, harmleſs, modeſt maids of honour 
« Are forc'd to furniſh for their beds, the ſheet ; 
„The pillow-caſes, too, ſays fame, 
« By order of ſome high-commanding dame, 
« To whoſe ſweet ſou] economy is ſweet. 


% Dear maids of honour ! what a fin of fins, 

« That Britain can't accommodate your ſkins ! 

% Poor GENEROSITY is ſadly lam'd; | 
% And yet the noble beaſt was ne'er rode hard 

“ Pale, cold £coxony ſeems quite aſham'd, 
Who never plays an idle card: 

„% Nay, AVARICE, her mother, with ſurpriſe 

„Turns up the whites, fo ſad, of both her eyes. 


* When Moxstzux NicoLai, his MajzsTy's firfl favourite, 
frft fiddle, and ff news-monger, went with his MaJjzsTy's 
commands to Madam ST****#, to aſſiſt at a fort of concert at 
Buckinzham- Houſe, the ſongſtreſs, ſmiling on him with the moſt 
ineffable contempt, aſked him, © What, Nicol A, Iam to ſing 
« at the old price, I ſuppoſe ?”* meaning nothing“ My com- 
«« pliments to your maſter and miſtreſs, and tell them I am better 
«c engaged. . 

2 
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„ To wit you nothing give —to learning nought : 
Lo, in his garret, MATHEMATICS pines, 

„Where, hungry after bread and cheeſe and thought, 
« He forms with brother ſpiders uſeleſs lines. 


«© Th' expence of new-year's ode is felt no more! 
«© Thus is that needleſs, tuneleſs hubbub o'er : 
All praiſe muſt centre in the birth-day ſong : 
«© The virtues muſt be lump'd together—yes ! 
„And then (if /ubjefs may preſume to gueſs) 
«© The LAUREAT need not make it very long. 


« A load ot praiſe is nauſeous ſtuff — 

„ SIRE, don't you think, at times, one line enough? 
« What's chriſten'd merit, often wants a crutch— 

* Thus, then, a Angle line may be too much. 


„In vain the fuſt of poets tunes his pipe; 
« His whiſtle n&er ſqueez'd ſixpence ci. your grip? 
« Vain all epiſtles, vain his heav'nly odes : | 
„No, no! poor PETER may his ſtrain prolong ; 
„The dev?] a farthing will reward his ſong, 
The ſong that ſhould have celebrated gods! 


„In vain for royal patronage he figh'd : 
« In vain (ſome ſay) the modeſt bard applied 
« To gain his book your patronifing name— 
% And if this Sard, whom all the xIxE inſpire, 
« Inſtead of gen'rous oil to feed his fire, 
“ Finds cold, cold water flung upon his flame: 
« Tf he, ah! vainly ſighs for dedication, 
« Woe to the auitlings of the nation! 
„% What though uncouth his ſhape, and dark his face; 
« Whoſe breeding mother might for chat coal long; 
„ Still may the Barp abound in verſe and grace, 
And love for Majeſty, divinely ſtrong. 


Then heed not, Sixk, a clumſy form ſo fat, 
« And ſombre phiz, Dame NATURE's work, unkind : 
« Great mouſing qualities, with many a cat, 
Of perfect uglineſs, a Jodging find. 
GObſerve 
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<< Obſerve a fat, black, greaſy lump of coal; 
Lo, to that moſt ungraceful piece of earth, 


&« A warm and lively luſtre owes its birth; 
« A flame in ig world, pleaſant to the ſoul. 


“ To ſhapeleſs clonds, that, waggon-like, along 
„ Move cumb'rous, ſcowling on the twilight heaven, 
« At times, behold, the pureſt ſnows belong! 
- To ſuch, of rain the lucid drops are giv'n : 
„% Nay, mid the maſs ſo murky and forlorn, 
„ Behold the light'ning's vivid beam is born!“ 


Say“ Mighty monarch, modeſt mezIT pines, 

„ Hid like the uſeleſs gem amid the mines. 

& Your gracious ſmile, which all the world reveres, 
„our wealth had open'd her pale cloſing eye, 
© Which nor once brighten'd with a ſpark of jov, - : 

« And'oruel pisayeoINTMENT quench'd with tears.“ 


OE . 


"FE unto Majeſty ſhalt thou repeat 
The lines that are to Majeſty a treat, 
Proverbs that economic ſouls revere; _ 
To wit“ A pin a-day's a groat a- year 
« A little ſaving is no ſin“ | 
Near is my ſhirt, but nearer is my ſkin” — 
„A penny ſav'd, a penny got“ 

„ 'Tis money makes the old mare trot' 
Then ſay, With ſuch wiſe counſellors, I'm ſare, 


No monarch ever can be poor.“ 4 


Say, too, Great Sir, your Queen is very rich- 
„ Witneſs the diamonds lodg'd in ev'ry ſtitch 
« Of Madam's petticoat *, of broad effulgence; 
© Where flame ſuch jewels on its ample field, 
As only to her charms and virtnes yield, 
* $o very noble, God's and man's indulgence !” 


* The ſtory of this petticoat affords the pleafing conſideration 
of its being watched all night by a popular peer, : 
8 1 Now 


—_ N 
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Now may'ſt thou raiſe thy tone a little higher— 
Not *Squire, for that's impertinent, but“ Size,” 

Firm ſhalt thou ſay, the realm is not a wizard, 

% Quick, with a word, to make the guineas ſtart, / 

To pleaſe a monarch's gold-admiring heart— 

46 In ſhort, Britannia grumbles in her gizzard. 


« Sire, let me ſay, the realm will ſmell a rat, 
And cry, Oh! oh! I know what you are at 
Is this your cunning, Mas TER BILLY Pitt ? 

+ What, Maſter BiLLy ! try to touch his Grace? 
* To keep your moſt, moſt honourable place ? 
4 Is this your flaming patriotic fit? 


Thick as may be the head of poor John Bull, 
The beaſt hath got /ome brains within his ſkull ; 
A pair of dangerous horns, too, let me add; 
Dare but to make the generous creature mad.” 


Thus may'ſt thou decently thy voice-exalt— 
And add, “ Soft fires, O Monarch, make good malt; 
The kiln, much forc'd, may blaze about our ears, 
«© And then may fate be buſy with his ſheers— 
For then, with all his fame, your daring Sqyikx 
May, rat-like, ſqueak unpitied in the fire.“ f 


Proclaim that reputation is a jewel, 
And life, without it, merely water-gruel— 
Say, that a king who ſeeks a deathleſs name, 
Turns not to newſpapers to find a fame; 
Where paragraphs (a miniſterial job) 
Report the halt-crown howlings of a mob. 


Inform the Monarch, when he goes to heav*n, 
Verſe to his parting ſpirit may be givin; _ 7 
Ev'n PETER's verſe, for which a thouſand figh—- 
Verſe which the roETTH ev'n to brutes “ can give, 
To bid their lucky names immortal live, 
Yet to a fing the ſacred gift deny! 


* This is literally true. I, the tyarc PeTEs, aſſert, that I 
have written a moſt beautiful elegy to an old friend, a dying al, 
wich more feeling than I could compliment the deaths of half the 
kings of Chriſtendom. 


Say, | 


EF 
Say, “ Sire, we've crippled the poor people's backs; 
Dread Sir, they are moſt miſerable ov 
„How 'tis they bear it all, is my ſurpriſe ! 
„I cannot catch another tax, indeed, 
„With all your fox-bound noſes, and my ſpeed, 
+ Your humble grey-hound, though all teeth and 


6 eyes. 


The ſtate, Sir, you will candidly allow, 

© Has been t' ye a moſt excellent milch-cow ; j 
„For you, ah]! many a bucket has been fill'd—. ' 
„ But truſt me, Sir, the cow muſt not be kill'd. 


« So numerous are your wants, and hey ſo keen, 
That verily a hundred thouſand pounds 
« Seem juſt'as in a-bullock's mouth a bean! 
A pound of butter *midſt a pack of 'hounds! 
„Have mercy on us, Sir—you can't be poor— — 
« Your coffers really muſt be running oer.“ 


Say, Six, your wiſdom is prodigious-great-!- 
Then do not put your ſervant-in a ſweat 
He hates ſnapdragon—'tis a game of danger 
«© The ſound, more money, the whole realm appals; 
5 Still, ſtill it vibrates on SainT STEPHEN's walls; 
Our beaſt, the pusric, ſoon muſt eat the manger.” 


Say, Good my LI1EGE,.indeed there's no more hay - 
+ Kind-ttearted king, indeed there's no more corn 
Our hack, OLp-ExncLanD, ſadly falls away; 
«© Lean as old RozixAN TE, and forlorn.“ 


Say, „ StRE, your parliament I dare not meet; 
For verily I've ſome remains of grace 
« If forc'd with money-meſſages * to greet, 
*+*- Your Majeſty muſt lend me H=—xy's face. 
| | & I know 


- 


* The cry of “ More money, more money,” brings to recol- 
l:Qtion a little dialogue, amongſt the many, that happened between 
the KiNG of the MosqurToes and myſelf, in the Government- 
houſe at JAMAICA, during the adminiftration of the late Sim 
William TZZLAWNT.— His Majeſty was. a very ſto nt black 

31.42. man, 


E 


«. I know what parliament will ſay, ſo mad 
More money, Mas TER BILLY! very fine! 
The impudence of highwaymen, my lad, 
By G—! is perfect modefly to thine,” 
«© SIRE, SIRE, the moment that I mention Monty, 
Tm ſure the anſwer will be + Nixxy None,” 


| . 
OW, Pirr, put forth a ſmall propitetic ſbpund; 
Say, Kincs ſhould keep their ſtate, but not 
& be rich 
Yes, ſay, they never ſhould with wealth abound, 
«© As money might the royab mind bewitch.“ 
Say, Gambling monarchs poſibly may ſpring, 
** And ſtocks be at the mercy of a king 
And if for boroughs ſigh their great affections, 
'4- Rare bufineſs for the DEv1L at elections! 


A monarch offering his own heads and note 
„A king and cobler quarrelling for votes!” 


Then lift thine head, and alſo lift thine eyes, 
And drawing of thy mouth the corners down, 

Exclaim (as ſtricken. with a deep ſurpriſe),. 
„Not that I think a man who wears a crown. 


man, exceedingly ignorant, nevertheleſs poſſeſſed of the ſublimeft 
ideas of royalty; very riotous, and grievouſly inclined to get drunk. 
He came to me one day, with a. voice mare like that of. a bullock 
than a King, roaring, “ Mo D&INK roa Kix, MO DRINK FOR: 
«K KING!“ 
f Po Fo. 
King, you are drunk. already. 
| 2 KING. 
No! no! King no drunk—King-no drunk Mo drink for king 
Broder George love drink'* (meaning the King of England). 
| TIE P. P. 
Broder George does not love drink: he is.a ſober man. 
N K ING. 
But King of Moſquito love drink me will have mo drink —-me 
Ie drink like devil—me drink whole ocean. po 
| « Would. 


„ 
% Would act ſo meanly, Sir, or ever did 
« No ! God forbid, dread ſovereign—God forbid !” 


Such are my counſels, PiTT,— Thy King, -perchance>- 
May, ſmiling, hear thee oracles advance; 
And, pitying thee for hinting reformation 
To /xch a King of ſuch a nation, + 
May ſtun thee with two proverbs all ſo pat— 
hd What, what, PrTT—* Phy a jig to an old cat? 
„% What, preach—what, preach to me on money - wit! 
„ *. Old foxes want no tutors,” BILLY. Prrr.“ 


— 


1 


The following Elegy aas abrittem on the- riyal ſcheme of” 
fattening cattle /Aely on horſe-cheſnuts, which (had it 
facceeded) mu have been attended with prodigious 
 favings. The bullocks tried what they could do, but 
were forced ĩo give up the point, and nearly tbe ghofl 


„ 
ROYAL BULDO C KS. 


CONSOLATORY»- AND PASTORAL:-ELEGY:; 


FE horn'd inhabitants of Windſor Park, 
There reign'd ſweet hoſpitality of yore,. 
Why are you not as merry as the lark ? 
Why is it that fo diſmally you roar ? 


Ah me! I gueſs the cauſe !—our glorious King: 
Would fatten cattle in the cheapeſt way ——-. 

It is, it is, horſe-cheſnuts !-that's the thing | 
Which gives each face the cloud of dire diſmay. 


Reformation is a moſt difficult and dangerous ſubje.—e- 
Hazarding a critique on the work of a very eminent artiſt, ſome 
years ago, what was the conſequence Ses the Ode. | 
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Say, do the prickles ſtab each gentle beard? 
You wiſh t' oblige the King; but ah! with pairs 

You turn them round and round, fo bite afeard, . 
And faintly mumbling, drop them out again, 


Fain would I;comfort ye with better meat 
God knows I pity ev'ry plaintive tone 

Gladly your guras with turnips would I greet, 
And give-the fragrant hay to ſoothe each groan... 


Say, are the nuts · too folid to be chew'd ?—. - 
Of want of nut- crackers do ye complain? 

Ye make up awkward mouths upon your food; 
But *plaint of ev'ry ſort is pour'd in vain. - 


 Condemn'd on ſuch hard fare to ſup and dine, 
And often by us ſtubborn nature foil'd, 

- Þxrhiaps you wiſh it roaſted gentle kine, 
Or probably you wiflvit ſew'd vr. boil'd. 


But coals coſt money labour muſt be ſav'd— 
_ Know, this would prove a great expence, indeed: 
Ah! kine, by tach economy cloſe ſhav'd, 

Vaur bellies grumble, and your mouths muſt bleed. 


Your leanneſs mortiſies the King of nations: 
Diſpleas'd, he wonders that you won't grow fat: 

Your bigh back-bones employ his ſpeculations, 
Much your poor bellies exerciſe his chat. 


'The man whoſe lofty head adorns a crown, 
That ſtoutly ſtudies bullocks, pigs, and books, 
Wants much to ſee you knock'd by butchers down, 
And bung in fair acray.upon'their hooks. 


Yet, murm'ring creatures, life is vaſtly ſweet — 
For life, were Ia bullock, ſhould I ſigh: 
Much rather make a ſacrifice to meat; 
Lite on Horſercheſnuts, than on turnips die. 


A MORAL. 
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A i 2 
MORAL REFLECTION 
ON HE 


PRECEDING EL EGV. 
| OW can the e, in nature's loftneß dreſt, 
So harden'd; fee the diff rent tribes around 7 


Behold the grazing: cattle all ſo · bleſt, 
And lambkins mingling ſport, with ſweeteſt ſound 5 


Then liſt' ning, in a ſtrain-of triumph 

« Your throats, young gentlefolks, will be cu. 
© You, ſweet Miſs Lamb, moſt ſpeedily ſhall die 

6 Soon on the ſpit, you, Maſter Calf, be put. 1 


How can the tongue, amid the mingled noiſe 
Of gooſe, duck, ä pigeon, cocks. and hen, 
9 „Aye, aye, lk your crackling joys 
4 Soon ceaſe, to K with mirth the * of 
„ men?“ 


I cannot meet the lambkin's aſking eye, 
Pat her ſoft neck, and fill her mouth with food, 
Then ſay, Ere evening cometh, thou ſhalt die, 
© And drench the knives of butchers with thy 
„blood.“ | 


I..cannot fling with lib'ral hand the grain, 
And tell the feather'd race fo bleſt around, 

«© For me, ere night, you feel of death the pain; 
„% With broken necks you flutter on the ground.“ 


How vile! Go, creatures of th*Almighty's hand, 
4 Enjoy the fruits that bounteous nature yields ; 
& Graze at your eaſe along the ſunny land; 
6 _ the free. air, and fearch the fruitful fields 


Go, 
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& Go, and be happy in you! mutual loves; 

« No violence ſhall ſhake your ſhelter*d home; 
0 Lis life and liberty ſhall glad my groves ; 

« The cry of murder ſhall not damn my dome; 


Thus ſhould I ſay, were mine a houſe and land 
And lo, to me a parent fliould you fly, 

And run, and lick, and peck with love my hand, 
And crowd around me with a fearleſs eye. 


And you, O wi Id inhabitants of air, 
To bleſs, and to be bleſt, at Pzrzx's call, - 
Invited by his kindneſs, ſhould repair; | 
Chirp on his roof, and hop amidſt his hall. 


No ſchool-boy's hand ſhould dare your neſts invade, 
And bear to cloſe captivity your young 

Bleas'd would I ee them flutt'ring 8 the ſnade, 
And to my window call the ſons of ſong. 


And vov, O natives of the flood, ſhould play 
Unhurt amid your chryſtal realms, and ſleep: 
No hooks ſhould tear you from your loves away; 

No net furrounding form its fatal ſweep. 
Pieas'd ſhould I gaze upon your gliding throng, - 
To ſport invited by the ſummer beam ; | 
Now. maving in moſt ſolemn march along, 

Now darting, leaping from the dimpled ſtream. 


How far more grateful to the ſoul the joy, | 
Thus chearful, like a ſet of friends, to treat ye, 
Than, like the bloated epicure, to cry, 
1 Zounds! what rare — God! how I could 
gat. ye 1” I. 


PLEGY. 
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D 
o' NV | 
DYING ASS, PETER. 


- 


RIEN of my youtlfut days, for ever paſt, | 
When whim and harmleſs folly ruPd the hour ; 
Ah! art thou ſtretch amid the ſtraw at laſf!— 
Theſe eyes with tears thy dying looks devour... 
Bleſt, would J ſoften thy hard bed of deal 
And with new floods the fount of life ſupply... _ 
O Peres, bleſt would T prolong thy breath, 
Renew each nerve, and chear thy beamleſs eye. 


But wherefore wiſh ?—Thy lot is that of all- 
Thy friend who mourns muſt yield to nature's law 

Like thee muſt ſink and o'er each dark'ning ball, 
Will death's cold hand th' eternal curtain draw. 1 


Piteous thou lifteſt up thy feeble head, | m 
And mark'ſt me dimly, with a dumb adieu—. , _ 
And thus amid thy hopeleſs looks I read, 857 
« Faint is thy ſervant, and his moments few—. 
„With thee no longer bleſt, the lanes I tread 
« Thoſe times, ſo happy, are for ever oer 
„Ah! why fhould fate ſo crue] cut our thread, 
% And part a friendſhip that muſt meet no more? 


„ Oh! when theſe lids ſhall cloſe (the will of fate), 
„Oh! let in peace theſe aged limbs be laid 

„ Mid that lov'd field which ſaw us oft of late, 
© Beneath our fav'rite willow's ample ſhade. 


2 &. And 
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* And if my maſter chance to wander nigh, 
« Beſide the ſpot where PETER's bones repoſe ; 


« Oh! let your ſervant claim one little figh— _ 
« Grant this—and, bleft; theſe eyes for ever cloſe.” 


Yes, thou poor sP1RIT, yes—thy wiſh is mine— 

Yes, be thy grave beneath the willow's gloom— 
There ſhall the ſod, the greeneſt ſod, be thine ; 
And there the brighteſt flow'r of ſpring ſhall bloom. 


Oft ta the field as AETAH my footſtep draws, 
Thy turf ſhall ſurely. cateh thy maſter's eye 

There on thy fleep of death ſhall friendſhip pauſe, 

Dwell on paſt days, and leave thee with a ſigh. 


Sweet is the remembrance of our youthful hours, 
When: innocence upon our actions fmil'd !J= 

What though amz1T1oNn ſcorn'd our humble pow'rs, 
Thou a wild cub, and I a cub as wild? 


Pleas'd will I tell how oft we us'd to roam; 
How oft we wander'd at the peep of morn ;. 
Fill night would wrap the world in ſpectred gloom, 
And ſilence liſten'd to the beetle's horn. 


Thy victories will I recount with joy; 
he various trophies by thy fleetneſs won; 
And boaſt that I; thy 4k or: bir a boy, 
Beheld the feats-by.name-fake PETE won. 


Yes, yes (for grief muſt yield at times to glee),. 
Amidſt my friends I oft will tell our tale; | 

When lo, thoſe friends will ruſh thy ſod to ſee, 
And call thy peaceful region Peter's V alt. 


" acl 
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. n 5 
ACADEMIC ODE. 


[This Ode awas written ſome years fince, and was miſlaid; 
but it is fortunately recovered.—1t hinteth at the uni- 
verſal rage for reputation, and attacketh painters «who 
pitifully wince at the gently-reforming touch of criticiſm. 


A LAS! who has not fondneſs for a name? 
{ A Lo, nature wove it in our infant frame 

From ear-wekghters, down to ear-corfounders, 
Each vainly fancies he poſleffes killing tones; 
Ev'n from the Manas and the BiLLinGToOxSs, 

Down to the wide-mouth'd raſcals crying flounders.. 
Nay, watchmen deem their merits no ways ſmal, 
Proud of a loud, clear, melancholy bawl ; 

Nay, proud, -too, of that inftrument the rattle, 
That draws the hobbling brotherhood to battle. 


Yes, yes! much vanity's in human nature _ 
Like mad dogs, that abhor the water, 

The painters hate to hear their faults difplay'd— 
And though 1 fing them in the 3% of rhymes, 
Such are the reformation-curſing tirhes, 2 

The fooliſh fellows really wiſh me dead. 


Now this is great depravity, I fear 
Aly Tale, too, proveth it as noon-day clear, 


Ti 
TALE or VAN TRUMP, 


MYNHEFR VAN TRUMP, who painteth very 
well 
Flam' d at my gentle criticiſms, like hell— 
Poor vretch (cried Tun? i'm much dat rogue's 
„ fſuperiors 
| « Ven 


- 
— — A 
OM on — 
— — . — — 
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% Ven he, poor louſy dog, be ded and rot, 
„Van Trump by peepels vil not be forgot, 

4 But lif in all de mouths of my poſteriorsꝰ 
Meaning, indeed, by this ſeverity, | 
His name would live to all pofterity. 


Upon a day, ſome goodly folks and fine, 
Arriv'd, to barter praiſe for beef and wine; 
Academicians were the wights, I trow, 

The very men to dine with VAx and Vrow. 


To Madam Trump did fall the carving work 
So, ſticking in a fowl's ſweet breaſt her for 
„I wiſh this fork (quoth angry Madam Trump, 
Wriggling from ſide to ſide her angry rump), 
4 Were now as deep in PETER PIVDAR's heart.“ 
% Vell zed—dat's clever —jantelmans, dat's vit,“ 
Quoth VAN“ ſpake it vonce more, my dear, a bit— 
„% Now don't you tink, Sirs, dat my vrew's dam 
« ſmart? 


% Now, jantelmans, I ax you if you pleaſe,” | 
Roar'd Van, upſtarting>—catching fire like tinder 

„Will drenk von dam goot bumper pon our knees— 
t Come, Sirs, Damnation to dat PETER PIN DAR.“ 

Plump down the great academicians fell, 

And hearty drank th' inmorta! bard to hell! 


Such, I'm aſham'd to ſay, 's the dev*liſh mind 
Contaminating poor mankind. 


\ 


Here, too, a little moral may be ſeen— 
Reformers are. good folks the million hate ; 
And who, if hang'd, or ſhot, or burnt, I ween, 
Repentant, find their folly out, 790 lar. 


———— — 
— 
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THE 


PROGRESS or ADMIRATION; 


on, THE 


WINDSOR GARDENERS. 


: 


WIN dag their Majeſtie to Windfor went, 


Lo, almoſt ev'ry mouth was rent 
With what ?—with gaping on the royal pair: 
Indeed, from eaſt, and weſt, and north, and ſouth, 
Arriv'd large cargoes both of eye and mouth, 
To feaſt on Majeſty their gape and ſtare. 


Not Puxcn, the mighty Puncn, the prince of. joke, 
u 87 


E'er brought together ſuch a herd of folk. 


Amongſt the thouſands full of admiration, 
Appear'd fair Windſor's GAzDENIiNG NATION, . | 
Blazing with loyalty's bright torches— 

They humbly came their Majeſties to greet, 
Begging their Majeſties to come and treat, 
On ev*ry fort of fruit, their grand allforches. 
The couple ſmil'd aſſent, and aſk'd.no queſtions 

Reſolv'd to gratify their great digeſtions. 


Forth went his Majeſty, ſo condeſcending 

Forth went our gracious Queen, the fruits com- 
mimending— i 
Munching away at a majeſtic rate. | 

The gardeners ſaw themſelves beſpread with glory; 

Told unto all the ale-houſes.the ſtory ; ; 
Which houſes did again the tale relate. | 

Yes, they were all ſo pleas'd, that their poor things 

Should find ſuch favour in the mouths of kings— — 

So happy at the ſudden turn of fate, 5 | 

As though they all had found a great eſtate, 


Tt 
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With awe ſo ſtricken were the gardeners mute 

So ſharp they ey'd them as they ate their fruit 
Marv'lling to find that ſuch as wear a crown 

Had actions very much like theirs in eating; 

And that they mov'd, when pines pg nect'rines 

greeting, | 

Their jaws, like other people, p and down ; 

And that, like other folks, they ate a deal 

Making (that is to fay) à ploughman's meal. 


And now the gardeners, all ſo glorious, wanted 
To ſend to Majeſty rare things—'twas granted. 
Both horſe and foot ſo labour d ts embark it ! 

So much, indeed, unto their 6x aces came, 
In contequence of this moſt loyal flame, | 
The palace look'd like Covent-Garden Market, 


And lo, their Majeſties went forth each day, 
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay: 
The gardeners met them with beſt looks and bows ; 
And then the royal reputation rais d 
The vegetable wiſdom highly prais'd 
Of George the glorious, and his glorious ſpouſe, 


They told of Windſor town the gaping throng, 
What taſte did unto Majefty dike; . 

As how they pick d the 35 —ſtrange to relate too 
As how their eyes were of ſuch lofty ſtature ; 
Fill'd with fo much ſublimity their nature, 

They look'd not on an onion or potatoc— 
Which ſhew'd a noble patroniſing fpirit, 
And prov'd that ev'n in fruits they favour'd merit. 


Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wonder ; 
Prepare . to gk a ſound like thunder 
The gardeners, lo, with Majeſty grew tir d! 
No more their gracious viſitors defir*d ! 
In ſhort, when monarchs did themſelves diſplay, 
The gardeners, bond fide, ran away ; 

Finding a /ort of vacuum *mongſt their fruit, 
That did not much their ſcheme of thriving ſuit. 


For 
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For Majeſty gives nought to ſubjects, mind 
Honour and money would be much too kind: 
The royal ſmile, and guinea's glorious rays, 
Like SEMELE *, would kill them with the blaze. 


They now began exalted birth to /moke, 

And fancy monarchs much like common folk 
Therefore, no more, when Majeſties were coming, 
Whiſtling and laughing, ſmiling, ſinging, humming, 
They gap'd, and bleſſing their too happy eyes, 
2 their preſence, juſt like fiſh at flies. 


Thus did thoſe fellows run from Queen and King ; 
Which ſhews the changeful folly of mankind--- 
By growing tir'd and ſick of a good thing, 
o actual happineſſes blind! 


For what in this our earthly world can ſpring, 
That's equal to a glorious king ? 

What in this world of wonders can be ſeen, 
That's equal to a charming queen? 


To fancy otherwiſe, alas! what ſin it is! 
From ſuch profane opinion how I ſhrink ! 
There muſt be /omething great, for they too think 
They're gods, or couſins of divinities ! 4 


No more the dogs the gard'ners ponder'd how 
To ſay fine words, and make a pretty bow: 

No more they felt a choaking in the throat: 
No more look'd up and down, and wink'd aſkew, 
Poor ſouls, and, filly, wiſt not what to do, 

When with ſuch awe the royal viſage ſmote. 


No, no! the ſcene was moſt completely alter'd 
No longer like ſome ſtupid jack- ais halter'd, 
Beſide a miller's door, or gate, or poſt, 

In ſeeming meditation loſt, 


The ſtory of SzMELE, not being known to every one, is this: 
the young lady, ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in all his glory, 
deriſhed amidſt the ſublime effulgence of the god. 


1 t 2. To 
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To Majeſty were drawn their heads ſo thick 
No—they were off —all admiration-fick. 


Such is ſad repetition, O ye gods | 
And this may really happen to my Odes! 


Men of huge titles and exalted places, 
Sheuld at a diſtance commonly be ſeen— 
Eyes. ſnould not be familiar with their faces; 
Then wonDER goes a courting to each mien. 


Lo, NoveELTY's a barber's ſtrap or hone, 
That keenneſs to the razor-paſſions gives: 
Us weareth out this barber's ſtrap or ſtone; 
Thus, *tis by NovELTY, ENjOYMENT lives. 


In love, a ſweet example let us ſeek 

I have it-CVYNTRIAꝰs ſoft luxuriant neck — 
Fix'd on the charm, how pleas'd the eye can dwell! 

How ſighs the hand within the gauze to creep, 

Mouſe-like, and on the ſnowy hills to ſlees, 
Rais'd by the moſt delicious ſwell ; 

Like gulls, thoſe birds that riſe, and now ſubſide, 

Borne on the boſom of the filver tide. 


But Jet the breaſt be common—all's undone ; 
Wiſhes, and fighs, and longings, all are gone: 
Away the hurrying * fly; 

Deſire lies dead upon the gazeleſs eye. 
Sunk into inſipidity is rapture! | 
Thus fi2iſheth of love the fimple chapter. 


This is a pretty leſſon, though not new; 

A leſſon fit for Gentile or for Jew— 

For Lovs, the cooing, ſweet, perſuaſive pigeon, 
Gains all the globe, indeed, to his religion: 
Throughout the world his humble vot'ries pray, 
And worſhip him exactly the ſame way. 
Other religions kill—are torn by ſtrife— 

LovE Li et, aud, what's ſweeter ſtill, gives life ? 


ADDRESS 


E * 7 


ADDRESS To Tus VIRTUES. 
AN ODE. 


. 


H, vixruks! you are pretty - looking creatures; 
But then ſo meek and feeble in your natures 
Thou charming cxasTITY, now, par exemple, 
Who guard'ſt the luſcious lip, and ſnowy breaſt, 
And all that maketh wiſhing ſhepherds bleſt, | 
Fordidding thieves on ſacred ground to trample, 


Appear but Love, the ſavage, all is loſt; 

Faint, trembling, bluſhing, thou giv'ſt up the ghoſt :- 
Lo, there's an end to all thy mincing care! 

The field ſo guarded, in the TYRANT's pow'r; 

Each fence torn down, deſpoil'd each moſſy bow'r, 
Alt, all is rudely plunder'd and laid bare. 


Virtues! you Slunder'd on our world, I fear 
Deſign'd for ſome more gentle ſphere ; 

Where the wild pass1oNns ftorm ye not, nor teaze ye; 
Where ev'ry animal's a mild MaRCHESL. | 


I know your parentage and education— 
Born in the ſkies -a lofty habitation 
But for a perfed ſyſtem were intended, 
Where people never needed to be mended. 


How could you think the yass:o0Nns to withſtand, 
'Fhoſe roaring BLADEs, ſo out of all command, 
Whoſe ſlighteſt zozch would pull you all to picces ? 
They are GoLlAus—you but Vile uissES! 

Then pray go home again, each pretty DE aR-— 
You but d/grace yourſelves by coming here. 


Tt 3 T 1E 


PROGRESS or KNOWLEDGE, 


MIGHTY yorttxTarE, of ſome diſcerning, 
Inquifitive indeed ! and fond of learning, 
From Windſor oft danc'd down to Eton College, 
To make himſelf a pin-cuſhion of knowledge ; 
That is, by gleaning pretty little ſcraps 
Of Cæſar, Alexander, and ſuch chaps. 


There would he oft harangne the MasTER, 
On Homer, VIIGII, Nos AR, My relation, 
Faſt as a jack-fly, very often faſte - Fo 
Now jack-flies have a fweet acceleration. 
Oft aſk'd he queſtions about ancient kings— 
Nat'ral ! becauſe fo like himſelf—great things! 


He aſk'd if CAR ever did inſiſt, 
That if his miniſter would keep his place, 
That miniſter ſhould always have the grace 
To mind deficiencies of CIVIL IIS ; 


Whether great Cs AR ever ſent his ſons, 
To ſtudy all the claſſics and great guns, 
And bring of art and ſcience home a ſtore, 
To GertTINGEN (his money wiſely hoarding), 
As Gottingen 1s vaftly cheap for boarding 
Young gentlemen whoſe parents are but poor 


He aſk'd if Czsar's ſoul. was fond of knowing 
What all the neighbourhood was daily doing ; 
What went into the pot, or on the ſpit— 
How much in houſe-keeping they yearly ſpent, 
And if, like honeſt folks, they paid their rent, 

Or gave of victuals to the poor, a bit 
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Who wiſh'd to ſleep in comfortable beds, 
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If Cs Ax ever to a brew-houſe went, 

With lords and ladies of his court ſo grand, x 
And hours on hops, and hoops, and hogſheads ſpent, 

So wiſe, with ſome great Wa1TBREAD of the land ; 
And tarried till he did the brewer tire, 
And made the brewer's horſe and dog adm re; 
And curious draymen into hogſheads creeping, 
Sly rogues, and through the bung-holes peeping 


Whether great Cs AR was ſo ſly an elf, 
As from the very ſervants to enquire ; 

And know much better than the 's qvire himſelf, 
The buſineſs of each neighbouring *sqQuizg— 


As why the coachman Jezxy went away ; * Fs 
Which of the DpRIVERS, Joan the cook defil d) 
Which of the footmen with Susanxa lay, 
And got the charming chamber-maid with child 


He aſk'd if CæsAR's ſervants all 
Were, cat-like, all good moufers, earn'd their wa 
Sought news from ſtreet and tavern, bulk and tall, 
Like N1coL a1, the prince of pages; | 
And whether Cæſar, with ferocious looks, | 
Found a poor trav'lling Louss, and ſhav'd his cooks 


* 
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If Czfar's miniſter gave half-a-crown 
To ſhoe-blacks, and the ſweepers of the town, - 
To howl, and ſwear, and clap him at the play ; 
And when unto the Senate-houſe he rode, 
To ſpread their ell-wide lantern-jaws abrode, 
And roar moſt buyH-like When he came away.. 


He aſk'd if Julius Cæſar's wife 

Had ever maids of honour in her life, 
Like any modern economic queen ; 

And if, of ſaving wiſdom full, 

The ſaving empreſs ever made a rule, 
So keen, indeed ſo very keen, 


That all thofe honourable maids, 
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Should purchaſe their own ſheets and pillow-caſ, 
To treat their gentle backs, and — — 


Whether great Cæſar lov'd humility, 

That is, in ſubjects only, viz. Nobility ; 

And eke the Commons, deem'd a vulgar maſs, 
Form'd by the wiſdom of Almighty God, 
To carry on their backs a heav'nly load, 

Juſt like a camel, elephant, or aſs— 


If Czſar cut up palaces for pens, 
And unto butch'ring ſtrongly did incline ; 
Sold geeſe and turkeys, ducks, and cocks, and hens, 
And fatten'd cows, and calves, and ſheep, and ſwine; 
In rams ſurpaſs'd him (of ram · glory full), 
Or eyer beat him in a bull. | 


He aſk'd if Cæſar did not find 

Some cunning feHow for a hind, 

Prepar'd with frange accounts to meet him. 

And in his pigs, and ſheep, and bullocks cheat him ; 
And whether Cæſar did not ſlily watch him 

And what were Czfar's traps to catch him— 


If, like Pz6 Nicnorsow, on miſchief buſy, 
A mantua-maker drew a ruſty knife, 

To cleave the emperor in twain, the huſſey, 

* Fright'ning the emperor out of his life 


He aſk'd if Italy was half fo bleſt 

As England, in that prince of painters, WEsT; 
And if there ever liv'd in Rome's great town 
A man who Ffeole, like REYNoLDs, a renown ; 
A man, indeed, whoſe daubing bruſh 

Puts painting, the ſweet damſel, to the bluſh 
Then aſk'd if Cæſar ever had a heart 

To give a ſhilling to the glorious art. 


He aſk'd if Cæſar, *midſ his dread campaigns, 
Felt bold, whene'er well dous'd by ruſhing rains; 
Not caring ev'n a ſingle fig, | 


Although they ſpoil'd a bran-new wig ; | 
| Joining 
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Joining the doughty regiments of death, 
On ſome wild Wimbledon, or huge Blackheath. 


He aſk'd if Czfar ever ſtar'd abroad 
(Inſtead of ſtaring, as he ought, at home), 
For architects with traſh the land to load, "ey 
And raiſe of gaudy gingerbread a pome *: 
Such as is rais'd by that rare Swede Six W1LL, 
The grinning mouth of-z1D1cUuLE to fill 


Whether the curious Cæſar ſent to Greece, 

For ſtatues coſting heav'n knows what a- piece: 

Then putting under-ground a world's rare boaſt f, 
To entertain a toad or ghoſt. 


Such were the queſtions, with a thouſand more, 
He afk'd, to ſwell of knowledges the ſtore ; 
That fell like ſtarlings on the ear, in flocks 
Sure keys for op'ning MorkEA Wispom's locks, 


Rare keys that ope the twilight vaults of 11: 
A thief who, with ſacrilegious pride, 
Delighteth ſomething ev'ry day to hide, 

Sacks full of proſe and 2 rhyme. 


The royal academy. 

+ A caft, and the only one, of the famous Fannzsr Hyacvize, 
having been procured by a conſiderable expence, as well as trouble, 
for the benefit of the sTupBNTs of the Royar Acrux, and 
the admiration of the world in general, is now thruſt away into a 
dark hole; the building being rather calculated for the ſupport of 
butterflies, than heavy antigues. The following ſhort dialogue was 
written on the occaſion ;— 


A Dialegue between Two STATUES, in an ufper Ream of the 
RoYAL ACADEMY. 
FIRST STATUE. 


«© What keeps old Hercules belezo, 
% A fellow of ſuch rare renowa ?** 


SECOND STATUE. 


c Plague take thee! hold thy tongue — for know, 
& Should be come p, e all go down.” 


Such 


1 


To ſchools the xox Az ofiftihnd 


| Vick Selens with a manner quite Mique, 


The monkey boys to mimic ſogn — 
And lo, of mimicry the ſaucy trick, 
Like wild- fire through the ng 
Lord! hinder them !—there could be no ac thing— 


| Tha 615 Mews endl ene © king [ 


This aux, who ſcldam leſtbns ſounds, did bear, 
With all its .horrors, to the ROYAL 6 . 
The conſequence, the sche had cauſe to * 
Of Eton jounneys gaVeth 7 

And, angry, never mention'd _—_ more. 


Direction to the Binder. 
Divide the Volumes at Page 253. 


